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CHAPTER I 


T he company, ushered by a disapproving butler into 
the yellow saloon of Sir Richard Wyndham’s house in 
St. James’s Square, comprised two ladies and one 
reluctant gentleman. The gentleman, who was not much 
above thirty years of age, but sadly inclined to fat, seemed 
to feel the butler’s disapproval, for upon that dignified 
individual’s informing the elder of the two ladies that Sit 
Richard was not at home, he cast a deprecating glance at 
him, not in the least the glance of a peer of the realm upon 
a menial, but an age-old look of one helpless man to another, 
and said in a pleading tone: “Well, then, don’t you think. 

Lady Wyndham — ? Louisa, hadn’t we better ? I 

mean, no use going in, my love, is there?” 

Neither his wife nor his mother-in-law paid any attention 
to this craven speech. “If my brother is gone out, we will 
await his return,” said Louisa briskly. 

“Your poor Papa was always out when one wanted him,” 
complained Lady Wyndham^ “It is very affecting to me to 
see Richard growing every day more like him.” 

Her fading accents were eo lachrymose that it seemed 
probable that she would dissoi . i into tears upon her son’s 
doorstep. George, Lord Trevor, was uneasily aware of a 
handkerchief, clutched in one thin, gloved h^d, and put 
forward no fiirther objection to entering the house in the 
wake of the two Udies. 

Declining all Offers of refreshment. Lady Trevor escorted 
her patent into the Yellow Saloon, settled her comfortably^ 
upon a satin sofi^ and announced her intention of remaining 
in St. James’s Square all day, if need be. George, with a very 
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dear idea, bom of sympathy, of what would be his brother- 
in-law’s emotions upon returning to his residence to find a 
lEiunily deputation in possession of it, said unhappily: “You 
know, I don’t think we should, really I don’t! I don’t like it 
above half. I wish you would drop this notion you’ve taken 
into your heads.” 

His wife, who was engaged in stripping off her lavender- 
kid gloves, threw him a look of indulgent contempt. “My 
dear George, i£jHW are afraid of Richard, let me assure you 
that 7 am not.” 

“Afraid of himi No, indeed! But I wish you will consider 
that a man of nine-and-twenty won’t relish having his 
afhurs meddled with. Besides, he will very likely wonder 
what the deuce it has to do with me, and I’m stire I can’t 
tell him! I wish I had not come.” 

Louisa ignored this remark, considering it unworthy of* 
being replied to, which indeed it was, since she ruled her 
lord with a rod of iron. She was a handsome woman, with a 
great deal of decision in her face, and a leavening gleam of 
humour. She was dressed, not perhaps in the height of 
fashion, which decreed that summer gauzes must reveal 
every charm of a lady’s body, but with great elegance and 
propriety. Since she had a vewy good figure, the prevailing 
mode for high-waisted dresses, with low-cut bodices, and 
tiny puff-sleeves, became her very well: much better, in fact, 
than skin-tight pantaloons, and a long-tailed coat became 
her husband. 

Fashion was not kind to George. He looked his best in 
buckskin breeches and top-boots, but he was unfortunately 
addicte4 to dandyism, and pained his friends and relatives by 
adopting every extravagance of dress, spending as much time 
ove r the arrangement of his cravat as 1^. Brummell himself, 
and squeezing his girth into tight stays which had a way of 
creaking whenever he moved unwarily. 
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The third meipber of the party, reclining iimply on the 
satin SO&, was a«ilady with quite as much determination as 
her daughter, and a far more subtle way of getting her wishes 
attended to. A widow of ten years’ standing. Lady Wynd- 
ham enjoyed the frailest health. The merest hint of opposi- 
tion was too much for the delicate state of her nerves; and 
anyone, observing her handkerchief, her vinaigrette, and the 
hartshorn which she usually kept by her, would have had to 
be stupid indeed to have kilcd to appreciate their sinister 
message. In youth, she had been a beauty; in middle age, 
everything about her seemed to have faded: hair, cheeks, 
eyes, and even her voice, which was plaintive, and so gentle 
that it was a wonder it ever made itself heard. Like her 
daughter. Lady Wyndham had excellent taste in dress, and 
since she was fortunate enough to possess a very ample 
jointure she was able to indulge her liking for the most 
expensive fal-lals of fashion without in any way curtailing 
her other expenses. This did not prevent her from thinking 
herself very badly off, but she was able to enjoy many 
laments over her straitened circumstances without feeling 
the least real pinch of poverty, and 'to win the sympathy of 
her acquaintances by dwelling sadly on the injustice of her 
late husband’s will, which had placed hisbnly son in the sole 
possession of his immense fortune. The jointure, her friends 
deduced hazily, was the veriest pittance. 

Lady Wyndham, who lived in a charming house in Clarges 
Street, could never enter the mansion in St. James’s Square 
without suffering a pang. It was not, as might have been' 
supposed from the look of pain she always cast upon it, a 
family domicile, but had been acquired by her son only a 
couple of years before. During Sir Edward’s lifetime, the 
family had lived in a much larger, and most inconvenient 
house in Grosvenor Square. Upon Sir Richard’s announce- 
ment that he proposed to set up an establishment of his own, ^ 
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this had hecn* given up, so that Lady Wyndham had been 
able ever since to mourn its loss without being obliged to 
suffer any Itinger its inconveniences. But however much she 
might like her own house in Clarges Street it was not to be 
supposed that she could bear with equanimity her son’s 
inhabiting a far larger house in St. James’s Square; and when 
every other source of grievance failed her, she always came 
back to that, and said, as she said now, in an ill-used voice: 
“I cannot conceive what he should want with a house Uke 
thisl” 

Louisa, v/ho had a very good house of her own, besides 
an estate in Berkshire, did not in the least grudge her brother 
his mansion. She replied: “It doesn’t signify. Mama. Except 
that he must have been thinking of marriage when he bought 
it. Would you not say so, George?” 

George was flattered at being thus appealed to, but he 
was an honest, painstaking person, and he could not bring 
himself to say that he thought Richard had had any thought 
of marriage in his head, either when he had bought the 
house, or at any other time. 

Louisa was displeased. “Well!” she said, looking resolute, 
“he must be brought to think of marriagel” 

Lady Wyndham lowered her smelling-salts to interpolate: 
“Heaven knows I would never urge my boy to do anything 
distasteful, but it has been an understood thing for years 
that he and Melissa Brandon would seal the long friendship 
between our families with the Nuptial Tie!” 

George goggled at her, and wished himself otherwhere. 

“If he doesn’t wish to marry Melissa, I’m sure I should 
be the last person to press her claim,” said Louisa. “But it 
is high time that he married someone, and if he has no other 
suitable young female in his eye, Melissa it must be.” 

“I do not know how to face Lord Saar,” bemoaned Lady 
Wyndham, raising the vinaigrette to her nose again. **Or 
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poor dear Emily, with three girls besides Melissa to dispose 
of, and none of them more than passable. Sophia has spots, 
too.” 

“I do not consider Augusta hopeless,” said Louisa fairly. 
“Amelia, tod, may improve.” 

“Squintsl” said George. 

“A slight cast in one eye,” corrected Louisa. “However, 
we are not concerned with that. Melissa is an extremely 
handsome creature. No one can deny that!** 

“And such a desirable connection!” sighed Lady Wynd- 
ham. “Quite one of the best familiesl” 

“They tell me Saar won’t last another five years, not at 
the rate he’s going now,” said George. “Everything mort- 
gaged up to the hilt, and Saar drinking himself into his 
gravel They say his father did the same.” 

Both ladies regarded him with disfavour. “I hope, 
George, you do not mean to imply that Melissa is addicted 
to the bottle?” said his wife. 

“Oh no, nol Lord, no, I never thought of such a thingl 
Fm sure she’s an excellent young woman. But this I wiU 
say, Louisa: I don’t blame Richaxl if he don’t want herl” 
said George defiantly. “Myself, I’d as soon marry a statue!” 

“I must say,” conceded Louisa, “she is a trifle cold, 
perhaps. But it is a very delicate position for her, you’ll 
allow. It has been understood ynce both were children that 
she and Richard would make a match of it, and she knows that 
as well as we do. And here is Richard, behaving in the most 
odious way! I am out of all patience with himl” 

George rather liked his brother-in-law, but he knew that it 
would be foolhardy to defend him, so he held his peace. 
Lady Wyndham took up the tale of woe. *‘Heaven forbid that 
I should force my only son to a disagreeable marriage, but I 
live in hourly dread of his bringing home some dreadful, low- 
born creature on his arm, and expecting me to welcome herl” 
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A vision of his brother-in-law crossed George’s mind’s 
eye. He said doubtfully: “Really, you know, 1 don’t think 
he’|I do that, ma’am.” 

“George is quite right,” announced Louisa. "I should 
think the better of Richard if he did. It quite shocks me to 
see him so impervious to every feminine charmi It is a great 
piece of nonsense for him to dislike the opposite sex, but 
one thing is certain: dislike females he may, but he owes a 
duty to the name, and marry he mustl I am sure I have been 
at pains to introduce him to every eligible young woman in 
town, for I am by no means set on his marrying Melissa 
Brandon. ^ Weill He would not look twice at any of them, 
so if that is the mind he is in, Melissa will suit him very 
well.” 

“Richard thinks they all want him for his money,” 
ventured George. 

“I dare say they may. What has that to say to anjrthing, 
pray? I imagine you do not mean to tell me that Richard 
is romantic!” 

No, George was forced to admit that Richard was not 
-romantic. 

“If I live to see him suitably married, I can die contenti” 
said Lady Wyndham, who ha^ every expectation of living 
for another thirty years. “His present course fills my poor 
mother’s heart with foreboding!” 

Loyalty forced George to expostulate. “No, really, 
ma’am! Really, I sayl There’s no harm in Richard, not the 
least in the world, ’pon my honourl” 

“He puts me out of all patiencel” said Louisa. “I love 
him dearly, but I despise him with all my heartl Yes, I do, 
and I do not care who hears me say so! He cares for nothing 
but the set of his cravat, the polish on his boots, and the 
blending of his snuff!” 

“His horses!” begged George unhappily. 
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**Oh, his horsesi Very welll Let us admit him to be a 
famous whip! He beft Sir John Lade in their race to 
Brightonl A fine achievement indeedl” 

“Very handy with his fivesl” gasped George, sinking but 
game. 

"You may admire a inan for frequenting Jackson’s Saloon, 
and Cribb’s Parlour! / do not!” 

“No, my love,” George said. “No, indeed, my love!” 

“And I make no doubt you see nothing reprehensible in 
his addiction to the gaming-table! But I had it on the most 
excellent authority that he dropped three thousand pounds 
at one sitting at Almack’s!” 

Lady Wyndham moaned, and dabbed at her eyes. “Oh, 
do not say so!” 

“Yes, but he’s so devilish wealthy it can’t signify!” said 
George. 

“Marriage,” said 7.ouisa, “will put a stop to such 
fripperies.” 

The depressing picture this dictum conjured up reduced 
George to silence. Lady Wyndham said, in a voice dark 
with mystery; “Only a mother codld appreciate my anxieties. 
He is at a dangerous age, and I live from day to day in dread 
of what he may do!” 

George opened his mouth, encountered a look from his 
wife, shut it again, and tugged unhappily at his cravat. 

The door opened; a Corinthian stood upon the threshold, 
cynically observing his relatives. “A thousand apologies,” 
said the Corinthian, bored but polite. “Your very obedient 
servant, ma’am. Louisa, y^ursl My poor Georgel Ah — was 
I expecting you?” 

_ “Apparently notl” retorted Louisa, bristling. 

“No, you weren’t. I mean, they took it into their heads — 
1 couldn’t stop theml” said Ghorge heroically. 

“1 thought I \m not,” said the Corinthian, closing 
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the doot, and advancing into the room. “But my memory, 
you know, my lamentable memory!” 

George, running an experienced eye over his brother- 
in-law, felt his soul stir. “B’gad, Richard, I like thatl That’s 
a devilish well-cut coat, ’pon my honour, it isl Who made 
it?” 

Sir Richard lifted an arm, and glanced at his cu£f. 
“Weston, George, only Weston.” 

“George!” said Louisa awfully. 

Sir Richard smiled faintly, and crossed the room to 
his mother’s side. She held out her hand to him, and he 
bowed over it with languid grace, just brushing it with his 
lips. “A thousand apologies, ma’am!” he repeated. “I trust 
my people have looked after you — er — all of you?” His 
lazy glance swept the room. “Dear mel” he said. “George, 
you are near to it: oblige me, my dear fellow, by pulhng 
the bell 1” 

“We do not need any refreshment, I thank you, Richard,” 
said Louisa. 

The faint, sweet smile silenced her as none of her hus- 
band’s expostulations had ever done. “My dear Louisa, you 
mistake — I assure you, you mistake! George is in the most 
urgent need of — er — stimulant. Yes, Jeffries, I rang. The 
Madeira — oh, ahl and some ratafia, Jeffries, if you please!” 

“Richard, that’s the best Waterfall I’ve ever seenl” 
exclaimed George, his admiring gaze fixed on the intricate 
arrangement of the Corinthian’s cravat. 

“You flatter me, George; I fear you flatter me.” 

“Pshawl” snapped Louisa. 

“Precisely, my dear Louisa,” agreed Sir Richard amiably, 

“Do not try to provoke me, Richard!” said Louisa, on a 
warning note. “I will allow your appearance to be every- 
thing that it should be — admirable, I am surel” 

“One does one’s poor best,” murmured Sir Richard.' 
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Her bosom swelled. “Richard, I could hit youP’ she 
declared. 

The smile grew, allowing her a glimpse of excellent white 
teeth. “I don’t think you could, my dear.” 

George so for forgot himself as to laugh. A quelling glance 
was directed upon him. “George, be quietl” said Lpmsa. 

“I must say,” conceded Lady Wyndham, whose maternal 
pride could not quite be overborne, “there is no one, except 
Mr. Brummell, of course, who looks as well as you do, 
Richard.” 

He bowed, but he did not seem to be unduly elated by 
this encomium. Possibly he took it as his due. He was a 
very notable Corinthian. From his Wind-swept hair (most 
difficult of all styles to achieve), to the toes of his gleaming 
Hessians, he might have posed as an advertisement for the 
%fan of Fashion. His fine shoulders set off a coat of super- 
fine cloth to perfection; his cravat, which had excited 
George’s admiration, had been arranged by the hands of a 
master; his waistcoat was chosen with a nice eye; his biscuit- 
coloured pantaloons showed not one crease; and his Hessians 
with their jaunty gold tassels, had not only been made for 
him by Hoby, but were polished, George suspected, with a 
blacking mixed with champag|;ie. A quizzing-glass on a 
black ribbon hung round his neck; a fob at his waist; and in 
one hand he carried a Sevres snutF-box. His air proclaimed 
his unutterable boredom, but no tailoring, no amount of 
studied nonchalance, could conceal the muscle in his thighs, 
or the strength of his shoulders. Above the starched points 
of his shirt-collar, a weary, handsome face showed its 
owner’s disillusionment. Heavy lids drooped over grey 
eyes which were intelligent enough, but only to observe the 
vanities of the world; the smile which just touched that 
resolute mouth seemed to mock the follies of Sir Richard’s 
fellow men. 
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Jeffries came back into the room with a tray, and set it 
upon a table. Louisa waved aside the offer of refreshment, 
but Lady Wyndham accepted it, and George, emboldened, 
by his mother-in-law’s weakness, took a glass of 
Madeira. 

“I dare say,” said Louisa, “that you are wondering what 
we are here for.” 

“I never waste my time in idle speculation,” replied Sir 
Richard gently. “I feel sure that you are going to tell me 
what you are here for.” 

“Mama and I have come to speak to you about your 
marriage,” said Louisa, taking the plunge. 

“And what,” enquired Sir Richard, “has George come 
to speak to me about?” 

“That too, of coursel” 

“No, I haven’t!” disclaimed George hurriedly. “You 
know I said I’d have nothing to do with iti I never wanted 
to come at all 1” 

“Have some more Madeira,” said Sir Richard soothingly. 

“Well, thank you, yes, I will. But don’t think I’m here 
to badger you about something which don’t concern me, 
because I’m notl” 

“Richardl” said Lady ,Wyndham deeply, “I dare no 
longer meet Saar face to facel” 

“As bad as that, is he?” said Sir Richard. “I haven’t seen 
him myself these past few weeks, but I’m not at all sur- 
prised. I fancy I heard something about it, from someone — 
I forget whom. Taken to brandy, hasn’t he?” 

“Sometimes,” said Lady Wyndham, “I think you ate 
utterly devoid of sensibilityl” 

“He is merely trying to provoke you. Mama. You know 
perfectly well what Mama means, Richard. When do you 
mean to offer for Melissa?” 

There was a slight pause. Sir Richard set down his empty 
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wine>glass, and flicked with one long finger the petals of a 
flower in a bowl on the table. “This year, next year, some- 
time — or never, my dear Louisa.” 

“I am very sure she considers herself as good as plighted 
to you,” Louisa said. 

Sir Richard was looking down at the flower under his 
hand, but at this he raised his eyes to his sister’s face, in an 
oddly keen, swift look. “Is that so?” 

“How should it be otherwise? You know very well that 
Papa and Lord Saar designed it so years ago.” 

The lids veiled his eyes again. “How mediaeval of youl” 
sighed Sir Richard. 

“Now, don’t, pray, take me up wrongly, Richardl If 
you don’t like Melissa, there is no more to be said. But 
you do like her— or if you don’t, at least I never heard you 
say sol What Mama and I feel — and George, too — is that 
it is time and more that you were settled in hfe.” 

A pained glance reproached Lord Trevor. “£/ /u, 
Brufe?” said Sir Richard. 

“I swear I never said sol” declared George, choking over 
his Madeira. “It was all Louisa. I dare say I may have 
agreed with her. You know how it is, Richardl” 

“I know,” agreed Sir RieJ^rd, sighing. “You too. 
Mama?” 

“Oh Richard, I live only to see"you happily married, with 
your children about youl” said l4dy Wyndham, in 
trembling tones. 

A slight, unmistakable shudder ran through the Corin- 
thian. “My children about me . . . Yes. Precisely, ma’am. 
Pray continuel” 

“You owe it to the name,” pursued his mother. “You 
are the last of the Wyndhams, for it’s not to be supposed 
that your Uncle Lucius will marry at this late date. There js 
Melissa, dear girl, the very wife for youl So handsome, so 
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distinguished — birth, breeding: everything of the most 
desjrablel” 

“Ah — your pardon, ma’am, but do you include Saar, 
and Cedric, not to mention Beverley, under that heading?” 

“That’s exactly what I sayl” broke in George. “ ‘It’s all 
very well,’ I said, ‘and if a man likes to marry an iceberg 
it’s all one to me, but you can’t call Saar a desirable father- 
in-law, damme if you canl While as for the girl’s precious 
brothers,’ I said, ‘thc\’ll luin Richard inside a yearl’ ” 

“Nonsensel*’ said Louisa. “It is understood, of course, 
that Richard would make handsome settlements. But as for 
his being responsible for Cedric’s and Beverley’s debts, I’m 
sure I know of no reason why he shouldl” 

“You comfort me, Louisa,” said Sir Richard. 

She looked up at him not unaffcttionately. “Well, I 
think it is time to be frank, Richard. People will be saying 
next that you are playing fast and loose with Melissa, for 
you must know the understanding between you is an open 
secret. If you had chosen to marry someone else, five, ten 
years ago, it would have been a different thing. But so far 
as I am aware your affections have never even been engaged, 
and here you are, close on thirty, as good as pledged to 
Melissa Brandon, and nothing scttledl” 

Lady Wyndham, though in the fullest agreement with her 
daughter, was moved at this point to defend her son, which 
she did by reminding Louisa that Richard was only twenty- 
nine after all. 

“Mama, Richard will be thirty in less than six months. 
For I,” said Louisa with resolution, “am turned thirty- 
one. 

“Louisa, I am touchedl” said Sir Richard. “Only the 
deepest sisterly devotion, I am persuaded, could have 
w^ng from you such an admission.” 

She could not repress a smile, but said wdth as much 
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severity as she could muster: “It is no laughing matter. 
You are no longer in your first youth, and you know as well 
as I do that it is your duty to think seriously of marriage.” 

“Strange,” mused Sir Richard, “that one’s duty should 
be invariably so disagreeable.” 

“I know,” said George, heaving a sigh. “Very truel very 
true indeed!” 

“Poohl nonsense! What a coil you make of a simple 
matterl” Louisa said. “Now, if I were to press you to 
marry some rornantical miss, always wanting you to mak^ 
love to her, and crying her eyes out every time you chose 
to seek your amusements out of her company, you might 
have reason to complain. But Melissa — yes, an iceberg, 
George, if you like, and what else, pray, is Richard? — 
Melissa, I say, will never plague you in that way.” 

Sir Richard’s eyes dwelled inscrutably upon her face for 
a moment. Then he i^ioved to the table and poured himself 
out another glass of Madeira. 

Louisa said defensively: “Well, you don’t msb her to 
cling about your neck, I suppose?” 

“Not at all.” 

“And you are not in love with any other woman, arc 
you:'" 

“I am not.” 

“Very well, thenl To be sur6, if you were in the habit of 
falling in and out of love, it would be a different matter. 
But, to be plain with you, you are the coldest, most indif- 
ferent, selfish creature alive, Richard, and you will find in 
Melissa an admirable partner.” 

Inarticulate clucking sounds from George, indicative of 
protest, caused Sir Richard to wave a hand towards the 
Madeira. “Help yourself, George, help yourselfl” 

“I must say, I think it most unkind in you to speak to 
your brother like that,” said Lady Wyndham. “Not but 
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what you are selfish, dear Richard. I’m sure I have said so 
over and over again. But so it is with the greater part of the 
world! Ever 3 rwhere one turns one meets with nothing but 
ingratitude!” 

“If I have done Richard an injustice, I will willingly ask 
his pardon,” said Louisa. 

“Very handsomely said, my dear sister. You have done 
me no injustice. I wish you will not look so distressed, 
George: your pity is quite wasted on me, I assure you. Tell 
line, Louisa: have you reason to suppose that Melissa 
expects me to — er — pay my addresses to her?” 

“Certainly I have. She has been expecting it any time 
these five years!” 

Sit Richard looked a little startled. “Poor girl!” he said. 
**1 must have been remarkably obtuse.” , 

His mother and sister exchanged glances. “Does that 
mean that you will think seriously of marriage?” asked 
Louisa. 

He looked thoughtfully down at her. “I suppose it must 
come to that.” 

“Well, for my part,” said George, defying his wife, “I 
would look around me for some other eligible female! 
Lord, there are dozens of ,’em littering town! Why, I’ve 
seen I don’t know how many setting their caps at you! 
Pretty ones, too, but you never notice them, you ungrateful 
dog!” 

“Oh yes, I do,” said Sir Richard, with a curl of the lips. 

''Must George be vulgar?” asked Lady Wyndham 
tragically. 

“Be quiet, Georgel And as for you, Richard, I consider 
it in the highest degree nonsensical for you to take up that 
attitude. There is no denying that you’re the biggest catch 
on the Marriage Mart — ^Yes, Mama, that is vulgar too, and 
I beg your pardon — but you have a lower opinion of yourself 
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than I credit you with if you can suppose that your fortime 
is the only thing about you which makes you a desirable 
parti. You are generally accounted handsome — indeed, no 
one, I believe, could deny that your person is such as must 
please; and when you will take the trouble to be conciliating 
there is nothing in your manners to disgust the nicest 
taste.” 

“This encomium, Louisa, almost unmans me,” said Sir 
Richard, much moved. 

*'! am perfectly serious. I was about to add that you often 
spoil everything by your odd humours. I do not know how 
you should expect to engage a female’s affection when 
you never bestow the least distinguishing notice upon any 
womani I do not say that you are uncivil, but there is a 
languor, a reserve in your manner, which must repel a 
woman of sensibility.” 

“I am a hopeless cas^^ indeed,” said Sir Richard. 

*Tf you want to know what I think, which I do not 
suppose you do, so you need not tell me so, it is that you 
are spoilt, Richard. You have too much money, you have 
done everything you wished to do before you are out of 
your twenties; you have been courted by match-making 
Mamas, fiwncd on by toadies, ^nd indulged by all the world. 
The end of it is that you are bored to death. Therel I 
have said it, and though you rojay not thank me for it, you 
will admit that I am right.” 

“Quite right,” agreed Sir Richard. “Hideously right, 
Louisal” 

She got up. “Well, I advise you to get married and settle 
down. Come, Mama! We have said all wc meant to say, 
and you know we are to call in Brook Street on our way 
home. George, do you mean to come with us?” 

“No,” said George. “Not to call in Brook Street. I 
daresay I shall stroll up to ^(^te’s presently.” 
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“Just as you please, my love,” said Louisa, drawing on 
her gloves again. 

When the ladies had been escorted to the waiting 
barouche, George did not at once set out for his club, but 
accompanied his brother-in-law back into the house. He 
preserved a sympathetic silence until they were, out of 
earshot of the servants, but caught Sir Richard’s eye then, 
in a very pregnant look, and uttered the one word: 
“Womenl” 

“Quite so,” said Sir Richard. 

“Do you know what I’d do if 1 were you, my boy?” 

“Yes,” said Sir Richard. 

George was disconcerted. “Damn it, you can’t knowl” 

“You would do precisely what I shall do.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Oh — offer for Melissa Brandon, of course,” said Sir 
Richard. 

“Well, I wouldn’t,” said George positively. “I woxildn’t 
marry Melissa Brandon for fifty sistersi I’d find a cosier 
armful, ’pon my soul I would!” 

“The cosiest armful of my acquaintance was never so 
cosy as when she wanted to see my purse-strings imtied,” 
said Sir Richard cynically. 

George shook his head. ‘%ad, very badl I must say, it's 
enough to sour any man. But Louisa’s right, you know: 
you ought to get married. Won’t do to let the name die 
out.” An idea occurred to him. “You wouldn’t care to 
put it about that you’d lost all your money, I suppose?” 

“No,” said Sir Richard, “I wouldn’t.” 

“I read somewhere of a fellow who went off to some place 
where he wasn’t known. Devil of a fellow he was: some 
kind of a foreign Q>unt, I think. I don’t remember 
precisely, but there was a girl in it, who fell in love with 
him for his own sake.” 
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“There would be,” said Sir Richard. 

“You don’t Uke it?” George rubbed his nose, a little 
crestfallen. “Well, damme if I know what to suggestl” 

He was still pondering the matter when the butler 
announced Mr. Wyndham,and a large, portly, and convivial- 
looking gentleman rolled into the room, ejaculating cheer- 
fully: “Hallo, George! You here? Ricky, my boy, your 
mother’s been at me again, confound herl Made me 
pr<}mise I’d come round to see you, though what the devil 
she thinks I can do is beyond mel” 

“Spare mel” said Sir Richard v^earily. “I have already 
sustained a visit from my mother, not to mention Louisa.” 

“Well, I’m sorry for you, my boy, and if you take my 
adxdce you’ll marry that Brandon-wench, and be done with 
it. What’s that you have there? Madeira? I’ll take a glass.” 

Sit Richard gave him one. He lowered his bulk into a 
large armchair, stret-'hcd his legs out before him, and raised 
the glass. “Here’s a health to the bridegroom!” he said, 
with a chuckle. “Don’t look so glum, nevvyl Think of the 
joy you’ll be bringing into Saar’s lifel” 

“Damn you,” said Sir Richard. “If you had ever had a 
shred of proper feeling, Lucius, you would have got married 
fifty years ago, and reared a^ack of brats in your image. 
A horrible thought, I admit, but at least I should not now 
be cast for the rdle of Family Sacrifice.” 

“Fifty years ago,” retorted his uncle, quite unmoved by 
thes; insults, “I was only just breeched. This is a very 
tolerable wine, Ricky. By the way, they tell me yoimg 
Beverley Brandon’s badly dipped. You’ll be a damned 
public benefactor if you marry that girl. Better let you^ 
lawyer attend to the settlements, though. I’d be willing 
to lay you a monkey Saar tries to bleed you white. What’s 
the matter with you, Geofge? Got the toothache?” 

“I don’t like it,” said George. “I told Louisa so at (he 
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outset, but you know what women arel Myself, I wouldn’t 
have Melissa Brandon if she were the last woman left 
single.” 

“What, she ain’t the spotty one, surely?” demanded 
Lucius, concerned. 

“No, that’s Sophia.” 

“Oh, well, nothmg to worry about thenl You marry the 
girl, Ricky: you’ll never have any peace if you don’t. Fill 
up your glass, George, and we’ll have another toasti” 

“What is It this time?” enquired Sir Richard, replemshing 
the glasses. “Don’t spare mel” 

“To a pack of brats m your image, newy: here’s to ’emi” 
grinned his uncle. 



CHAPTER n 


I ORD SAAR lived in Brook Street with his wife, and his 
family of two sons and four daughters. Sir Richard 
-^Wyndham, driving to his prospective father-in-law’s 
house twenty-four hours after his interview with his own 
parent, was fortunate enough to find Saar away from home, 
and Lady Saar, the butler informed him, on her way to Bath 
with the Honourable Sophia. He fell instead into the arms 
of the Honourable Cedric Brandon, a rakish young gentle- 
man of lamentable habits, and a disastrous charm of 
manner. 

“Ricky, my only friend!” cried the Honourable Cedric^ 
dragging Sir Richard 'nto a small saloon at the back of the 
house. “Don’t tell me you’ve come to offer for Melissal 
They say good news don’t kill a man, but I ntver listen to 
gossip! M’father says ruin stares us in the face. Lend me 
the money, dear boy, and I’ll bily myself a pair of colours, 
and be off to the Peninsula, damme if I won’t! But listen to 
me, Ricky! Are you listening?” He looked anxiously at 
Sir Richard, appeared satisfied, and said, wagging a solenm 
finger: “Don’t do it! There isn’t a fortune big enough to 
settle our little affairs: take my word for it! Have nothing to 
do with Beverleyl They say Fox gamed away a fortune 
before he was twenty-one. Give you my word, he was noth- 
ing to Bev, nothing at all. Between ourselves, Ricky, the 
old man has taken to brandy. H’sh! Not a wordl Mustn’t 
tell tales about m’fatherl But run, Ricky! That’s my advice 
to you: run!** 

“Would you buy yourself a pair of colours, if I gave you 
the money?” asked Sir Richard. 

*9 • 
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"Sober, yes; drunk, nol” replied Cedric, with his whplly 
disarming smile. ‘T’m very sober now, but I shan’t be so 
for long. Don’t give me a groat, dear old boyl Don’t give 
Bev a groatl He’s a bad man. Now, when I’m sober I’m 
a good man — but I ain’t sober above six hours out of the 
twenty-four, so you be warnedl Now I’m off. I’ve done 
my best for you, for I like you, Ricky, but if you go to 
perdition in spite of me. I’ll wash my hands of you. No, 
damme. I’ll sponge on you for the test of my days! Think, 
dear boy, think! Bev and your very obedient on your 
doorstep six days out of seven — duns — threats — ^wife’s 
brothers donc-up — pockets to let — wife in tears — nothing 
to do but pay! Don’t do it! Fact is, we ain’t worth it!” 

“Wait!” Sir Richard said, barring his passage. “If I 
settle your debts, will you go to the Peninsula?” 

“Ricky, it’s you who aren’t sober. Go home!” 

“Consider, Cedric, how well you would look in .Hussar 
uniform!” 

An impish smile danced in Cedric’s eyes. “Wouldn’t 
I just! But at this present I’d look better in Hyde Park. 
Out of the way, dear boy! I’ve a very important engage- 
ment. Backed a goosc/o win a hundred-yard race against a 
turkey-cock. Can’t lose! Greatest sporting event of the 
season!” 

He was gone on the words, leaving Sir Richard, not, 
indeed, to rurr, as advised, but to await the pleasure of the 
Honourable Melissa Brandt^n. 

She did not keep him waiting for long. A servant came 
to request him to step upstairs, and he followed the man 
up the wide staircase to the withdrawing-room on the first 
floor. 

Melissa Brandon was a handsome, dark-haired young 
woman, a little more than twenty-five years old. Her 
profile was held to be ijU|iriMl||J[|Ut in full face her eyes were 
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discovered to be rather too hard for beauty. She had not, 
in her first seasons, lacked suitors, but none of the gentlemen 
attracted by her imdcniable good looks, had ever, in the 
cock-fighting phrase of her graceless elder brother, come 
up to scratch. As he bowed over her hand. Sir Richard 
remembered George’s iceberg simile, and at once banished 
it from his obedient mind. 

“Well, Richard.?” 

Melissa’s voice was cool, rather matter-of-fact, just as her 
smile seemed more a mechanical civility than a spontaneous 
expression of pleasure. 

“I hope I see you well, Melissa?” Sir Richard said 
formally. 

“Perfectly, I thank you. Pray sit downl I apprehend that 
you have come to discuss the question of our marriage.” 

He regarded her from under slightly raised brows. 
“Dear mel” he said i ildly. “Someone would appear to have 
been busy.” 

She was engaged upon some stitchery, and went on 
plying her needle with unruHled composure. “Do not let 
us beat about the bush!” she said. “I am certainly past the 
age of being missish, and you, I believe, may rank as a 
sensible man.” , 

“Were you ever missish?” enquir'd Sir Richard. 

“I trust not. I have no patience with such folly. Nor am 
I romantic. In that respect, we must be thought to be 
well-suited.” 

“Must we?” said Sir Richard, gently swinging his gold- 
handled quizzing-glass to and fro. 

She seemed amused. “Certainlyl I trust you have not, 
at this late date, grown sentimental I It would be quite 
absurd!” 

“Senility,” pensively observed Sir Richard, “often brings 
sentiment in its train. Or so I have been inforttted.” 
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“We need not concern ourselves with that. I like you 
very well, Richard, but there is just a little nonsense in your 
disposition which makes you turn everything to jest. I 
myself am of a more serious nature.” 

“Then in that respect, we cannot be thought to be well- 
suited,” suggested Sir Richard. 

*'I do not consider the objection insuperable. The life 
you have chosen to lead up till now has not been such as to 
encourage serious reflection, after all. I dare say you may 
grow more dependable, for you do not want for sense. 
Tbaty however, must be left to the future. At all events, I 
am not so unreasonable as to feel the difference in our 
natures to be an impassable barrier to marriage.” 

“Melissa,” said Sir Richard, “will you tell me something?” 

She looked up. “Pray, what do you wish me to tell you?” 

“Have you ever been in love?” asked Sir Richard. 

She coloured slightly. “No. From my observation, I 
am thankful that I have not. There is something excessively 
vulgar about persons under the sway of strong emotions. 
I do not say it is wrongs but I believe I have something more 
of ^tidiousness than most, and I find such subjects 
extremely distasteful.” 

^ou do not,” Sir Riclj^rd drawled, “envisage the 
possibility of — er — falling in love at some future date?” 

“My dear Richardl With whom, pray?” 

“Shall we say with myself?” 

She laughed. “Now you arc being absurdl If you were 
told that it would be necessary to approach me with some 
show of love-making, you were badly advised. Ours would 
be a marriage of convenience. I could contemplate nothing 
else. I like you very well, but you are not at all the sort of 
man to arouse those warmer passions in my breast. But I 
see no reason why that should worry either of us. If you 
were romantic, it would be a different matter.” 
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**I fear,” said Sit Richard, “that I must be very 
romantic.” 

“1 suppose you are jesting again,” she replied, with a 
fitint shrug. 

“Not at all. I am so romantic that I indulge my fancy with 
the thought of some woman — doubtless mythical — ^who 
might desire to marry me, not because I am a very rich 
man, but because — ^you will have to forgive the vulgarity — 
because she loved mel” 

She looked rather contemptuous. “I should have sup- 
posed you to be past the age of fustian, Richard. I say 
nothing against love, but, frankly, love-matches seem to me 
a trifle beneath us. One would say you had been hobnobbing 
with the bourgeoisie at Islington Spa, or some such low 
placel I do not forget that I am a Brandon. I dare say we are 
very proud; indeed, I hope we arel” 

“That,” said Sir Richard dryly, “is an aspect of the 
situation which, I confess, had not so far occurred to 
me* 

She was amazed. “I had not thought it possiblel I 
imagined everyone knew what we Brandons feel about 9ur 
name, our birth, our traditionl” 

“I hesitate to wound yovy Melissa,” said Sir Richard, 
“but the spectacle of a woman of 3’-our name, birth, and 
tradition, cold-bloodedly offering herselt to the highest 
bidder is not one calculated to impress the world with a 
very strong notion of her pride.” 

“This is indeed the language of the theatrel” she ex- 
claimed. “My duty to my family demands that I •should 
marry well, but let me assure you that even fAat could not 
make me stoop to ally myself with one of inferior breeding.” 

“Ah, this is pride indeedi” said Sir Richard, fluntly 
smiling. 

“I do not understand you. You must know that 
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my father’s affairs are in such case as — in short—*’ 
‘T am aware,” Sir Richard said gently. "I apprehend it is 
to be my privilege to — er — unravel Lord Saar’s affairs.” 

“But of coursel” she replied, surprised out of her 
statuesque calm. “No other consideration could have 
prevailed upon me to accept your suitl” 

“This,” said Sir Richard, pensively regarding the toe 
of one Hessian boot, “becomes a trifle delicate. If frankness 
is to be the order of the day, my dear Melissa, I must point 
out to you that I have not yet — er — proffered my suit.” 

She was quite undisturbed by this snub, but replied 
coldly: “I did not suppose that you would so far forget what 
is due to our positions as to approach /ve with an offer. 
We do not belong to /jha/ world. You wiU no doubt seek 
an interview with my father.” 

“I wonder if I shall?” said Sir Richard. 

“I imagine that you most certainly will,” responded the 
lady, snipping her thread. “Your circumstances are as well 
known to me as mine are to you. If I may say so bluntly, 
you are fortunate to be in a position to offer for a Brandon.” 

He looked meditatively at her, but made no remark. 
After a pause, she continued: “As for the future, neither of 
us, I trust, would make great demands upon the other. You 
have your amusements: they do not concern me, and how- 
ever much my reason may deprecate your addiction to 

pugilism, curricle-racing, and deep basset ” 

“Pharaoh,” he interpolated. 

. “Very well, pharaoh: it is all one. However much I 
may deprecate such follies, 1 say, I do not desire to interfere 
wifh your tastes.” 

“You are very obliging,” bowed Sir Richard. “Bluntly, 
Melissa, I may do as I please if I will hand you my purse?” 

“That is putting it bluntly indeed,” she replied com- 
posedly. She folded up her needlework, and laid it aside. 
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*Tapa has been expecting a visit from you. He wiU be sorry 
to hear that you called while he was away from home. He 
will be with us again to-morrow, and you may be sure of 
finding him, if you care to call at — shall we say eleven 
o’clock?” 

He rose. “Thank you, Melissa. I feel that my time has 
not been wasted, even though Lord Saar was not here to 
receive me.” 

“I hope not, indeed,” she said, extending her hand. 
“Cornel We have had a talk which must, I feel, prove 
valuable. You think me unfeeling, I dare say, but you will 
do me the justice to admit that I have not stooped to un- 
worthy pretence. Our situation is peculiar, which is why 
I overcame my reluctance to discuss the question of our 
jnarriage with you. We have been as good as betrothed 
these five years, and more.” 

He took her hand. “Have you considered yourself 
betrothed to me these five years?” he enquired. 

For the first time in their interview her eyes failed to 
meet his. “Certainly,” she replied. 

“I see,” said Sir Richard, and took his leave of her. 

He put in a belated appearance at Almack’s that evening. 
No one, admiring his appearance, or listening to 

his lazy drawl, could have supposed him to be on the eve 
of making the most momentous‘'decision of his life. Only 
his uncle, rolling into the club some time after midnight, 
and observing the dead fien at his elbow, guessed that the 
die had been cast. He told George Trevor, whom he found 
just rising from the basset-table, that Ricky was taldng it 
hsird, a pronouncement which distressed George, and made 
him say: “I have not exchanged two words with him. Do 
you tell me he has actually offered for Melissa Brandon?” 

“I’m not telling you an 3 rthing,” said Lucius. “All 1 say 
is that he’s diinlpng hard and plunging deep.” 
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In great concern, George seized the first opportunity that 
offered of engaging his brother-in-Jaw’s attention. This was 
not until close on three o’clock, when Sir Richard at last 
rose from the pharaoh-table, and Sit Richard was not, by 
that time, in the mood for private conversation. He had 
lost quite a large sum of money, and had drunk quite a large 
quantity of brandy, but neither of these circumstances was 
troubling him. 

“No luck, Ricky?” his uncle asked him. 

A somewhat hazy but still perfectly intelligent glance 
mocked him. “Not at cards, Lucius. But think of the 
adagel” 

George knew that Sit Richard could carry his wine as 
well as any man of his acquaintance, but a certain reckless 
note in his voice alarmed him. He plucked at his sleeve, and 
said in a lowered tone; “I wish you will let me have a word 
with youl” 

“Dear George — my very dear Georgel” said Sir Richard, 
amiably smiling. “You must be aware that I am not — quite 
— sober. No words to-night.” 

“I shall come round to see you in the morning, then,” 
said George, forgetting that it was already morning. 

“I shall have the devil <5f a head,” said Sir Richard. 

He made his way out of the club, his curly-brimmed hat 
at an angle on his head, his ebony cane tucked under one 
arm. He declined the porter’s offer to call up a chair, 
remarking sweetly: “I am devilish«lrunk, and I shall walk.” 

The porter grinned. He had seen many gentlemen in all 
the various stages of inebriety, and he ^d not think tl^t 
Sir Richard, who spoke with only the faintest slurring of 
his words, and who walked with quite wonderful balance, 
was in very desperate straits. If he had not known Sit 
Richard well, he would not, he thought, have seen anything 
amiss with him, beyond his setting off in quite the wrong 
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ditection for St. James’s Square. He felt constrained to call 
Sir Richard’s attention to this, but begged pardon when 
Sir Richard said: “I know. The dawn is calling me, how- 
ever. I am going for a long, long walk.” 

“Quite so, sir,” said the porter, and stepped back. 

Sir Richard, his head swimming a little from sudden 
contact with the cool air, strolled aimlessly away in a 
northerly direction. 

His head cleared after a while. In a detached manner, he 
reflected that it would probably begin to ache in a short 
time, and he would feel extremely unwell, and not a little 
sorry for himself. At the moment, however, while the 
fumes of brandy still wreathed about his brain, a curious 
irresponsibility possessed him. He felt reckless, remote, 
divorced from his past and his future. The dawn was 
spreading a grey light over the quiet streets, and the breeze 
fanning his cheeks was cool, and fresh enough to make him 
glad of his light evening cloak. He wandered into Brook 
Street, and laughed up at the shuttered windows of Saar’s 
house. “My gentle bridel” he said, and kissed his Angers 
in the direction of the house. “God, what a damned fool 
I ami” 

He repeated this, vaguely plelsed with the remark, and 
walked down the long street. It occurred to him that his 
gentle bride would scarcely be flat‘’ered, if she could see him 
now, and this thought made him laugh again. The Watch, 
encountered at the north end of Grosvenor Square, eyed 
him dubiously, and gave him a wide berth. Gentlemen in 
Sic Richard’s condition not infrequently amused themselves 
with a light-hearted pastime known as Boxing the Watch, 
and this member of that praiseworthy force was not anxious 
to court trouble. 

Sir Richard did not notice the Watch, nor, to do him 
justice^ would he have felt in the leajt tempted to molest him 
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if he had noticed him. Somewhere, in the recesses of his 
brain, Sir Richard was aware that he was the unluckiest dog 
alive. He felt very bitter about this, as though all the world 
were in league against him; and, as he branched off erratic- 
ally down a quiet side street, he was cynically sorry for 
himself, that in ten years spent in the best circles he had 
not had the common good fortune to meet one female 
whose charms had cost him a single hour’s sleep. It did 
not seem probable that he would be more fortunate in the 
future. “Which, I suppose,” remarked Sir Richard to one 
of the new gas-lamps, “is a — is a consummation devoutly to 
be wished, since I am about to offer for Melissa iBrandon.” 

It was at this moment that he became aware of a peculiar 
circumstance. Someone was climbing out of a second-storey 
window of one of the prim houses on the opposite side of 
the street. 

Sir Richard stood still, and blinked at this unexpected 
sight. His divine detachment still clung to him; he was 
interested in what he saw, but by no means concerned with 
it. “Undoubtedly a burglar,” he said, and leaned non- 
chalantly on his cane to watch the end of the adventure. 
His somewhat sleepy gaze discovered that whoever was 
escaping from the prim hbuse was proposing to do so by 
means of knotted sheets, which fell disastrously short of 
the ground. “No/ a burglar,” decided Sir Richard, and 
crossed the road. 

By the time he had reached the opposite kerbstone, the 
mysterious fugitive had arrived, somewhat fortuitously, at 
the end of his improvised rope, and was dangling pre- 
cariously above the shallow area, trying with one desp. rate 
foot to find some kind of a resting-place on the wall of the 
house. Sir Richard saw that he was a very slight youth, only 
a boy, in fact, and went in a leisurely fashion to the rescue. 

The fugitive caught sight of him as he descended the 
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area-steps, and gasped with a mixture of fright and thankful- 
ness: “Ohl Could you help me, please? I didn’t know it was 
so far. I thought I should be able to jump, only I don’t 
think I can.” 

“My engaging youth,” said Sir Richard, looking up at 
the flushed face peering down at him. “What, may I ask, 
are you doing on the end of that rope?” 

“Hush!” begged the fugitive. “Do you think you could 
catch me, if I let go?” 

“I will do my poor best,” promised Sir Richard. 

The fugitive’s feet were only just above his reach, and in 
another five seconds the fugitive descended into his arms 
with a rush that made him stagger, and almost lose his 
balance. He retained it by a miracle, clasping strongly to 
his chest an unexpectedly light body. 

Sir Richard was not precisely sober, but although the 
brandy fumes had produced in lus brain a not unpleasant 
sense of irresponsibility, they had by no means fuddled his 
intellect. Sir Richard, his chin tickled by curls, and his arms 
full of fugitive, made a surprising discovery. He set the 
fugitive down, saying in a matter-of-fact voice: “Yes, but 
I don’t think you are a youth, after all.” 

“No, I’m a girl,” replied the fugitive, apparently undis- 
mayed by his discovery. “But, plea.se, will you come away 
before they wake up?” 

“Who?” asked Sir Richard. 

“My aunt — all of theml” whispered the fugitive. “I am 
very much obliged to you for helping me — and do you 
think you could untie this knot, if you please? You see, 
I had to tie my bundle on my back, and now 1 can’t undo 
it. And where is my hat?” 

“It fell , off,” said Sir Richard, picking it up, and 
dusting it on his sleeve. “I ‘am not quite sober, you 
know — ^in feet, I am drunk — but I cannot help feeling 
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that this is all a trifle — ^shall we say — ^irregular?” 

“Yes, but there was nothing else to be done,” explained 
the fugitive, trying to look over her own shoulder at what 
Sir Richard was doing with the recalcitrant knot. 

“Oblige me by standing still 1” requested Sir Richard. 

“Oh, I am sorry! I can’t think how it worked right 
round me like that. Thank youl I am truly grateful to you!” 

Sir Richard was eyeing the bundle through his quizzing- 
glass. “Are you a burglar?” he enquired. 

A chuckle, hastily choked, greeted this. “No, of course 
I’m not. I couldn’t manage a bandbox, so I had to tie all 
my things up in a shawl. And now I think I must be going, 
if you please.” 

“Drunk I undoubtedly am,” said Sir Richard, “but some 
remnants of sanity still remain with me. You cannot, my 
good child, wander about the streets of London at this hour 
of night, and dressed in those clothes. I believe I ought to 
ring that bell, and hand you over to your — aunt, did you 
say?” 

Two agitated hands clasped his arm. “Oh, /&»’//” begged 
the fugitive. “Please don’tl” 

“Well, what am I to do with you?” asked Sir Richard. 

“Nothing. Only tell me the way to Holbornl” 

“Why Holborn?” 

“I have to go to the White Horse Inn, to catch the stage- 
coach for Bristol.” 

“That settles it,” said Sir Richard. “I will not set you 
a foot on your way until I have the whole story from you. 
It’s my belief you are a dangerous criminal.” 

“I am notl” said the fugitive indignantly. “Anyone with 
the veriest speck of sensibility would feel for my plighti 
I am escaping from the most odious persecution.” 

“Fortunate childl” said Sir Richard, taking her bundle 
from her “I wish I might do the same. Let us remove 
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ftom this neighbourhood. I have seldom seen a street that 
depressed me more. I can’t think how I came here. Do you 
feel that our agreeable encounter would be improved by an 
exchange of names, or are you travelling incogmta?” 

“Yes, I shall have to make up a name for myself. I hadn’t 
thought of that. My real name is Penelope Creed. Who 
are you?” 

“I,” said Sir Richard, “am Richard Wyndham, wholly at 
your service.” 

“Beau Wyndham?” ash-ed Miss Creed knowledgeably. 

“Beau Wyndham,” bowed Sir Richard. “Is it possible 
that we can have met before?” 

“Oh no, but of course I have heard of you. My cousin 
tries to tie his cravat in a Wyndham Fall. At least, that is 
what he says it is, but it looks like a muddle to me.” 

“Then it is not a Wyndham Fall,” said Sir Richard firmly. 

“No, that’s what I thought. My cousin tries to be a 
dandy, but he has a face hke a fish. They want me to 
marry him.” 

“^^at a horrible thoughtl” said Sir Richard, shuddering. 

“I told you you would feel for my phghtl” said Miss 
Creed. “So would you now set me on my way to Holborn?” 

“No,” replied Sir Richard. 

“But you mustl” declared Miss ( jreed, on a note of panic. 
“Where are we going?” 

“I cannot walk about the streets ail night. We had better 
repair to my house to discuss this matter.” 

“Nol” said Miss Creed, standing stock-still in the mddle 
of the pavement. 

Sir ^chard sighed. “Rid yourself of the notion that I 
cherish any villainous designs upon your person,” he said. 
*T imagine I might well be your father. How old are you?” 

“I am turned seventeen.” 

“Well, I am nearly thirty,” said Sir Richard. 
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Miss Creed worked this out. "You couldn’t possibly be 
my father!” 

"I am far too drunk to solve arithmetical problems. Let 
it suffice that I have not the slightest intention of making 
love to you.” 

"Well, then, I don’t mind accompanying you,” said Miss 
Creed handsomely. "Are you really drunk?” 

“Vilely,” said Sir Richard. 

"No one would credit it, I assure you. You carry your 
wine very well.” 

"You speak as one with experience in these matters,” 
said Sir Richard. 

“My father was used to say that it was most important 
to see how a man behaved when in his cups. My cousin 
becomes excessively silly.” 

“You know,” said Sir Richafd, knitting bis brows, “the 
more I hear of this cousin of yours the more I feel you should 
not be allowed to marry him. Where are we now?” 

"Piccadilly, I think,” replied Miss Creed. 

"Goodl I live in St. James’s Square. Why do they want 
you to marry your cousin?” 

“Because,” said Miss Creed mournfully, "I am cursed 
with a large fortunel” 

Sir Richard halted in the middle of the road. “Cursed 
with a large fortune?” he repeated. 

"Yes, indeed. You see, my father had no other children, 
and I believe I am most fabulously wealthy, besides having 
a house in Somerset, which they won’t let me live in. When 
he died I had to live with Aunt Almeria. I was only twelve 
years old, you see. And now she is persecuting me to marry 
my cousin Frederick. So I ran away.” 

“The man with a face like a fish?” 

"Yes.” 

“You did quite right,” said Sir Richard. 
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“Well, I think I 'iid.” 

“Not a doubt of it. Why Holborn?” 

“I told you,” replied Miss Creed patiently. “I am going 
to get on the Bristol coach.” 

“Ohl Why Bristol?” 

“Well, I’m not going to Bristol precisely, but my house 
is in Somerset, and I have a very great friend there. I haven’t 
seen him for nearly five years, but we used to play together, 
and we pricked our fingers — mixing the blood, you know — 
and we made a vow to marry one another when we were 
grown-up.” 

“This is aU very romantic,” commented Sir Richard. 

“Yes, isn’t it?” said Miss Creed enthusiastically. “You 
are not married, are you?” 

“No. Oh, my GodI” 

“Why, what is the matter?” 

“I’ve just rememb''red that I am going to be.” 

“Don’t you want to be?” 

“No.” 

“But no one could force_yo» to be married!” 

‘*My good girl, you do not know my relatives,” said 
Sir Richard bitterly. 

“Did they talk to you, and talk to you, and talk to you? 
And say it was your duty? And plague your life out? And 
cry at you?” asked Miss Creed. 

“Something of the sort,” adnitted Sir Richard. “Is that 
what your relatives did to you?” 

“Yes. So I stole Geoffrey’s second-best suit, and climbed 
out of the window.” 

“Who is Geoffrey?” 

“Oh, he my other cousin! He is at Harrow, 
and his clothes fit me perfectly. Is this your 
house?” 

“This is my house.” 
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‘•But wait!” said Miss Creed. “Will not the porter be 
sitting up to open the door to you?” 

“I don’t encourage people to sit up for me, said Sir 
Richard, producing from his pocket a key, and fitting it into 
the lock. 

“But I expect you have a valet,” suggested Miss Creed, 
hanging back. “He will be waiting to help you to bed.” 

“True,” said Sir Richard. “But he will not come to my 
room until I ring the bell. You need have no fear.” 

“Oh, in that case 1” said Miss Creed, relieved, and 

followed him blithely into the house. 

A lamp was burning in the haU, and a candle was placed 
on a marble-topped table, in readiness for Sir Richard. He 
kindled it by thrusting it into the lamp, and led his guest 
into the library. Here there were more candles, in chande- 
liers fixed to the wall. Sir Richard lit as many of these as 
seemed gcod to him, and turned to inspect Miss Creed. 

She had taken off her hat, and was standing in the middle 
of the room, looking interestedly about her. Her hair, which 
clustered in feathery curls on the top of her head, and was 
somewhat raggedly cut at the back, was guinea-gold; her 
eyes were a deep blue, very large and trustful, and apt at 
any moment to twinkle with merriment. She had a short 
little nose, slightly freckled, a &iost decided chin, and a pair 
of dimples. 

Sir Richard, critically observing her, was unimpressed 
by these charms. He said: “You look the most complete 
urchin indeedl” 

She seemed to take this as a tribute. She raised her 
candid eyes to his face, and said: “Do I? Truly?” 

His gaze travelled slowly over her borrowed raiment. 
“Horriblcl” he said. “Are you under the itnpression that 
' ^ou have tied that — that travesty of a cravat in a Wyndham 
ball?” 
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“No, bm the thing is I have never tied a ctaVat before,” 
she explained. 

“That,” said Sir Richard, “is obvious. Come herel” 

She approached obediently, and stood still while his 
expert fingers wrought with the crumpled folds round her 
neck. 

“No, it is beyond even my skill,” he said at last. “I shall 
have to lend you one of mine. Never mind; sit down, and 
let us talk this matter over. My recollection is none of the 
clearest, but I fancy you said you were going into Somerset 
to marry a friend of your childhood.” 

“Yes, Piers Luttrell,” nodded Miss Creed, seating herself 
in a large arm-chair. 

“Furthermore, you are just seventeen.” 

“Turned seventeen,” she corrected. 

“Don’t quibble! And you propose to undertake this 
journey as a passengi*^ on an Accommodation coach?” 

“Yes,” agreed Miss Creed. 

“And, as though this were not enough, you ate going 
alone?” 

“Of course I am.” 

“My dear child,” said Sir Richard, “drunk I may be, but 
not so drunk as to acquiesce in this fantastic scheme, believe 

tX16* 

“I don’t think you are drunk,” said Miss Creed. “Besides, 
it has nothing to do with youl ' 'ou cannot interfere in my 
affairs merely because you helped me out of the window.” 

“I didn’t help you out of the window. Something tells me 
I ought to restore you to the bosom of your family.” 

Miss Creed turned rather white, and said in a small, but 
very clear voice; “If you did that it would be the most 
cruel — the most treacherous thing in the world!” 

“I suppose it would,” he. admitted. 

There was a pause. Sir Richard unfobbed his snuff-box 



}6 THE CORINTHIAN 

with a flick of one practised finger, and took a pinch. Miss 
Creed swallowed, and said: “If you had ever seen my cousin, 
you would understand.” 

He glanced down at her, but said nothing. 

*‘He has a wet mouth,” said Miss Creed despairingly. 
"That settles it,” said Sir Richard, shutting his snu^-box. 
“I will escort you to your childhood’s friend.” 

Miss Creed blushed. “You? But you can’tl” 

“Why can’t I?” 

“Because — because I don’t know you, and I can very well 
go by myself, and — well, it’s quite absurd! I see now that 
you are drunk.” 

“Let me inform you,” said Sir Ric hard, “that missish airs 
don’t suit those clothes. Moreover, I don’t like them. 
Either you will travel to Somerset in my company, or you 
will go back to your aunt. Take your choicel” 

“Do please consider!” begged Miss Creed. “You know 
I am obliged to travel in the greatest secrecy. If you went 
with me, no one would know’ what had become of you.” 

“No one would know what had become of me,” repeated 
Sir Richard slowly. “No one — my girl, you have no longer 
any choice: I am going with you to Somersetl” 



CHAPTER m 


JkS no argument produced the least effect on Sir 
f-\ Richard’s suddenly reckless mood. Miss Creed aban- 
doned her conscientious attempt to dissuade him from 
accompanying her on her journey, and owned that his 
protection would be welcome. “It is not that I am afraid 
to go by myself,” she explained, “but, to tell you the truth, 
I am not quite used to do things all alone.” 

“I should hope,” said Sir Richard, “that you are not 
quite used to travellmg in the common stage either.” 

“No, of course I am not. It will be quite an adventure! 
Have you ever travelled by stage-coach?” 

“Never. We shal* ^avel post.” 

“Travel post? You must be mad!” exclaimed Miss Creed. 
“I dare say you are known at every posting-inn on the Bath 
road. We should be discovered in a trice. Why, I had 
thought of all that even before yOu made up your mind to 
join mel My cousin Frederick is too stupid to think of 
anything, but my Aunt Almejia is not, and I make no doubt 
she will guess that I have run away to my own home, and 
follow me. That is one of the reasons why I made up my 
mind to journey in the stage. She will enquire for me at 
the posting-houses, and no one will be able to give her the 
least news of me. And just think what a bustle there would 
be if it were discovered that we had been travelling about 
the country together in a post-chaisel” 

“Does it seem to you that there would be less impropriety 
in our travelling 'in the stage?” enquired Sir Richard. 

“Yes, much less. In fact, I do not see that it is improper 
at all, for how can I prevent your booking a seat in a public 

J7» 
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vehicle, if you wish to do so? Besides, I have not enough 
money to hire a post-chaise.” 

*T thought you said you were cursed with a large 
fortune?” 

“Yes, but they won’t let me have anything but the most 
paltry allowance until I come of age, and I’ve spent most of 
this month’s pin-money.” 

“I will be your banker,” said Sir Richard. 

Miss Creed shook her head vigorously. “No, indeed you 
wiL uotl One should never be beholden to strangers. I 
shall pay everythmg for myself. Of course, if you are set 
against travelling by the stage, I do not see what is to be 

done. Unless ” she broke o£F as an idea occurred to her, 

and said, with sparkhng eyes: “I have a famous notion! 
You are a notable whip, are you not?” 

“I believe I am accounted so,” replied Sir Richard. 

“Well, supposing you were to drive in your own curricle? 
Then I could get up behind, and pretend to be your Tiger, 
and hold the yard of tin, and blow up for ^e change, 
and ” 

“No!” said Sir Richard. 

She looked disappointed. “I thought it would be 
exciting. However, I dare say you are right.” 

“I am right,” said Sir Richard. “The mote I think of it, 
the more I see that there is much to be said for the stage- 
coach. At what hour did you say that it leaves town?” 

“At nine o’clock, from the WTiite Horse Inn, in Fetter 
Lane. Only we must go there long before that, on account 
of your servants. What is the time now?” 

Sir Richard consulted his watch. “Qose on five,” be 
replied. , 

“Then we have not a moment to lose,” said Miss Creed. 
**Your servants will be stirring in another hour. But you 
can’t travel in those clothes, can you?” 
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**No,** he said, “and I can*t travel with that cravat of 
yours either, or that abominable bundle. And, now I come 
to look at you more particularly, I never saw hair worse 
cut.” 

“You mean the back, I expect,” said Miss Creed, un- 
resentful of these strictures. “Luckily, it has always been 
short in front. I had to chop the back bits off myself, and 
1 could not well see what I was about.” 

“Wait here!” commanded Sir Richard, and left the room. 

When he returned it was more than half an hour later, 
and he had shed his evening-dress for buckskin breeches, 
and top-boots, and a coat of blue superfine cloth. Miss 
Creed greeted him with considerable relief. “I began to fear 
you had forgotten me, or fallen asleep!” she told him. 

“Nothing of the sort!” said Sir Richard, setting a small 
cloak-bag and a lar'^e portmanteau down on the floor. 
“Drunk or sober, I nearer forget my obligations. Stand up, 
and I will see what I can do towards making you look more 
presentable.” 

He had a snowy white cravat over one arm, and a pair 
of scissors in his hand. A few judicious snips greatly 
improved the appearance of Miss Creed’s head, and by the 
time a comb had been ruthlessly dragged through her curls, 
forcing rather than coaxing them into a more manly style, 
she began to look quite neat, »! ough rather watery-eyed. 
Her crumpled cravat was next cast aside, and one of Sir 
Richard’s own put round her neck. She was so anxious to 
see how he was arranging it that she stood on tiptoe to catch 
a glimpse of herself in the nurror hanging above the 
mantelpiece, and got her ears boxed. 

**Will you stand still?” said Sir Richard. 

Miss Creed sniffed, and subsided into dark mutterings. 
However, when he released her, and she was able to see 
the result of his handiwork, she was so pleased that she 
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forgot her injuries, and exclaimed: *‘Oh, how nice I looki 
Is it a Wyndham Fall?” 

“Certainly notl” Sir Richard replied. “The Wyndham 
Fall is not for scrubby schoolboys, let me tell you.” 

“I am not a scrubby schoolboyl” 

“You look like one. Now put what you have in that 
bundle into the cloak-bag, and we’ll be off.” 

“I have a very good mind not to go with you,” said Miss 
Creed, glowering. 

“No, you haven’t. You are now my young cousin, and 
we are wholly committed to a life of adventure. What did 
you say your name was?” 

“Penelope Creed. Most people call me Pen, but I ought 
to have a man’s name now.” 

“Pen will do very well. If it occasions the least comment, 
you will say that it is spelt with two N’s. You were named 
after that Quaker fellow.” 

“Oh, that is a very good ideal What shall I call you?” 

“Richard.” 

“Richard who?” 

“Smith — Jones — ^Brown.” 

She was engaged in transferring her belongings from the 
Paisley shawl to the cloak-bag. “You don’t look like any 
of those. What shall I do with this shawl?” 

“Leave it,” replied Sir Richard, gathering up some 
gleaming scraps of guinea-gold hair from the carpet, and 
casting them to the back of the fireplace. “Do you know. 
Pen Creed, I fancy you have come into my life in the guise 
of Providence?” 

She looked up enquiringly. “Have I?” she said doubtfully. 

“That, or Disaster,” said Sir Richard. “I shall know 
which when I am sober. But, to tell you the truth, I don’t 
cate a )otl En avanft mon cousin!** 



THE CORINTHIAN 


41 


It was past midday when Lady Trevor, accompanied by 
her reluctant husband, called at her brother’s house in St. 
James’s Square. She was admitted by the porter, obviously 
big with news, and handed on by him to the butler. “Tell 
Sir Richard that 1 am here,” she comnianded, stepping into 
the Yellow Saloon. 

“Sir Richard, my lady, is not at home,” said the butler," 
in a voice pregnant with mystery. 

Louisa, who had extracted from her lord a description of 
Sit Richard’s proceedings at Almack’s on the preceding 
night, snorted. “You will tell him that his sister desires to 
see him,” she said. 

“Sir Richard, my lady, is not upon the premises,” said 
the butler, working up to his climax. 

“Sir Richard has trained you well,” said Louisa dryly. 
“But I am not to be put off so! Go and tell him tliat I wish 
to see himl” 

“Sir Richard, my lady, did not sleep in his bed last nightl” 
announced the butler. 

George was surprised into indiscreet comment. “What’s 
chat? Nonsensel He wasn’t as ioxed as that when I saw 
himl” 

“As to that, my lord,” said the butler, with dignity, “I 
have no information. In a word, my lord. Sir Richard has 
vanished.” 

“Good Gadl” ejaculated George. 

“Fiddle-de-decI” said Louisa tartly. “Sir Richard, as I 
suppose, is in his bedl” 

“No, my lady. As 1 informed your ladyship. Sir Richard’s 
bed 'has not been slept in.” He paused, but Louisa only 
stared at him. Satisfied with the impression he had made, 
he continued: “The evening attire which Sir Richard was 
wearing yesterday was found ’by his man, Biddle, upon the 
floot of his bedroom. Sir Richard’s second-best top-boots, 
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a pair of buckskins, a blue riding-coat, his drab overcoat, 
and a fawn coloured beaver, have all disappeared. One is 
forced to the conclusion, my lady, that Sir Richard was called 
away unexpectedly.” 

“Gone off without his valet?” George demanded in a 
stupefied tone. 

The butler bowed. “Precisely so, my lord.” 

“Impossible!” George said, from the heart. 

Louisa, who had been frowning over these tidings, said 
in a brisk voice: “It is certainly very odd, but there is no 
doubt some perfectly reasonable explanation. Pray, are you 
certain that my brother left no word with any member of 
his household?” 

“None whatsoever, my lady.” 

George heaved a deep sigh, and shook his head. *T 
warned you, Louisa! I said you were driving him too hard!” 

“You said nothing of the sort!” snapped Louisa, annoyed 
with him for talking so indiscreetly before a palpably 
interested servant. “To be sure, he may well have men- 
tioned to us that he was going out of town, and we have 
forgotten the circumstance.” 

“How can you say so?” asked George, honestly puzxled. 
“Why, didn’t you have it from Melissa Brandon heiself that 
he was to call ” 

“That will do, George!” said Louisa, quelling him with 
a look so terrible that he quailed under it. “Tell me, 
Porson,” she resumed, turning again to the butler, “has 
my brother gone in his post-chaise, or is he driving 
himself?” 

“None of Sir Richard’s vehicles, my lady, sporting or 
otherwise, is missing from the stables,” said Porson, 
relishing the cumulative effect of his disclosures. 

“He is riding, then!” 

“I have ascertained from the head groom, my lady. 
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that none of Sir Richard’s horses has been abstracted. The 
head groom has not seen Sir Richard since yesterday 
morning.” 

"Good Gad!” muttered George, his eyes starting with 
dismay at the hideous thought which presented itself to him. 
"No, no, he would not do thatl” 

"Be quiet, Georgel For heaven’s sake, be quietl” Louisa 
cried sharply. “Why, what nonsensical notion have you 
taken into your head? I am sure it is most provoking of 
Richard to slip off like this, but as for — I won’t have you 
say such things! Ten to one, he has gone off to watch some 
odious sporting event: priae-fighting, I dare sayl He will be 
home presently.” 

"But he diii’t sleep at home!” George reminded her. 
"And I’m bound to say he wasn’t cold stone sober when he 
left Almack’s last night. I don’t mean he was badly foxed, 
but you know what hc.‘s b'ke when he’s ” 

"I am thankful to say that I know nothing of the kind!” 
retorted Louisa. "If he was not sober, it would account for 
his erratic behaviour.” 

"Erratic behaviour! I must say, Louisa, that is a fine way 
to talk when poor Ricky may be at the bottom of the river,” 
exclaimed George, roused to noble courage. 

She changed colour, but said faintly: “How can you be 
so absurd? Don’t say such things, I beg of you!” 

The butler coughed. "I beg your lordship’s pardon, but 
if I might say so. Sic Richard would hardly change his 
raiment for the execution of — of what I apprehend your 
lordship means.” 

"No. No, very true! He would not, of course!” agreed 
George, relieved. 

"Moreover, my lord, Biddle reports that Sir Richard’s 
drawers and wardrobe have been ransacked, and various 
articles of clothmg abstracted. Upon going to rouse Sit 
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Richard this morning, Biddle found his room in She greatest 
disorder, as though Sir Richard had made his preparations 
for a journey in haste. Furthermore, my lord, Biddle 
informed me that a portmanteau and a small cloak -bag are 
missing from the cupboard in which they are customarily 
kept.” 

George gave a sudden croak of laughter. “Bolted, by 
Gad! YoicksI gone awa-ayl” 

**George!** 

“I don’t carel” said George defiantly. “I’m devilish glad 
he has boltedl” 

“But there was no need!” Louisa said, forgetting that 
Porson was in the room. “No one was constraining him to 
marry ” She caught Person’s eye, and stopped short. 

“I should inform your ladyship,” said Porson, apparently 
deaf to her indiscreet utterance, “that there were several 
other Peculiar Circumstances attached to Sir Richard’s 
disappearance.” 

“Good heavens, you talk as though he has been spirited 
away by magiel” said Louisa impatiently. “What arcum- 
stances, my good man?” 

“If your ladyship will excuse me, I will fetch them for 
your inspection,” said Porson, and bowed himself out. 

Husband and wife were left to stare at one another in 
perplexity. , 

“Well 1” said George, not without satisfaction, “you see 
now what comes of plaguing a man out of his mind!” 

“I didn’t! George, it is unjust of you to say so! Pray, 
how could I force him to offer for Melissa if he did not 
wish to? I am persuaded his flight has nothing whatever to 
do with that affair.” 

“No man will bear being teased to do something he don*t 
want to do,” said George. 

“Then ail I have to say is that Ridiard is a bigger coward 
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than I would have believed possiblel I am sure, if only he 
had told me frankly that he did not wish to marry Melissa 
I should not have said another word about it.” 

“Hal” ejaculated George, achieving a sardonic laugh. 

He escaped reproof by Porson’s coming back into the 
room, bearing certain articles which he laid carefully upon 
the table. In great astonishment. Lord and Lady Trevor 
gazed at a Paisley shawl, a crumpled cravat, and some short 
strands of guinea-gold hair, curling appropriately enough 
into a shape resembling a question-mark. 

“What in the world ?” exclaimed Louisa. 

“These articles, my lady, were discovered by the under- 
footman upon his entering the library this morning,” said 
Porson. “The shawl, which neither Biddle nor myself can 
remember to have seen before, was lying on the floor; the 
cravat had been throvm into the grate; and the — er — lock 
of hair — ^was found under the shawl.” 

“Well, upon my wordl” said George, putting up his glass 
the better to inspect the articles. He pointed his glass at the 
cravat. “That tells its own talel Poor Ricky must have 
come in last night in a bad state. I dare say his head was 
aching: mine would have been, if I had drunk half the brandy 
he tossed off yesterday. I see it all. There he was, pledged 
to call on Saar this morning — iio way out of it — head on 
firel He tugged at his cravat, felt as though he must choke, 
and ruined the thing — and no matter how far gone he was, 
Ricky would never wear a crumpled neck-tiel There he 
was, sitting in a chair, very likely, and running his hands 

through his hair, in the way a man does ” 

“Richard never yet disarranged his hair, and no matter 
how drunk he may have been, he did not pull a curl df that 
colour out of his own headl”. interrupted Louisa. “More- 
over, it has been cut off. Anyone can see thatl” 

George levelled his glass at the gleaming curl. A number 
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of emotions flitted across his rather stolid countenance. He 
drew a breath. “You’re quite right, Louisa,” he said. “Well, 
I never would have believed it! The s]7 dogl” 

“You need not wait. Person!” Louisa said sharply. 

“Very good, my lady. But I should perhaps inform your 
ladyship that the under-footman found the candles burning 
in the library when he entered it this morning.” 

“I cannot see that it signifies in the least,” replied Louisa, 
waving him aside. 

He withdrew. George, who was holding the curl in the 
palm of his hand, said: “Well, I can’t call anyone to mind 
with hair of this colour. To be sure, there were one or two 
opera-dancers, but Ricky’s not at all the sort of man to want 
’em to cut off their hair for him. But there’s no doubt about 
one thing, Louisa: this curl was a keepsake.” 

“Thank you, George, I had already realized that. Yet I 
thought I knew all the respectable women of Richard’s 
acquaintance! One wou!d say that kind of a keepsake must 
have belonged to his salad days. I am sure he is much too 
unromantic now to cherish a lock of hair!” 

“And he threw it away,” George said, shaking his head. 
“You know, it’s devilish sad, Louisa, upon my word it is! 
Threw it away, because he was on the eve of offering for 
that Brandon-iceberg!” 

“Very affecting! And having thrown it away, he then 
tan away himself — not, you will admit, making any offer 
at all! And where did the shawl come from?” She picked 
it up as she spoke, and shook it out. “Extremely creased! 
Now why?” 

“Another keepsake,” George said. “Crushed it in his 
hands, poor old Ricky — couldn’t bear the recollections it 
conjured up — flung it awayl” 

“Oh, fiddlel” said Louisa, exasperated. “Well, Potson, 
what is it now?” 
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The butler, who had come back into the room, said 
primly: “The Honourable Cedric Brandon, my lady, to see 
Sir Richard. I thought perhaps your ladyship would wish to 
receive him.” 

“I don’t suppose he can throw the least light on this 
mystery, but you may as well show him in,” said Louisa. 
"Depend upon it,” she added to her husband, when Porson 
had withdrawn himself again, “he will have come to learn 
why Richard did not keep his engagement with Saar this 
morning. I am sure I do not know what I''am to say to 
himl” 

“If you ask me, Cedric won’t blame Richard,” said 
George. “They tell me he was talking pretty freely at 
White’s yesterday. Foxed, of course. How you and your 
mother can want Ricky to marry into that femily is what 
beats mel” 

“We have known ihe Brandons all our lives,” Louisa 

said defensively. “I don’t pretend that ” She broke off, 

as the Honourable Cedric walked into the room, and stepped 
forward, with her hand held out. “How do you do, Cedric? 
I am afraid Richard is not at home. We — ^we think he must 
have been called away suddenly on urgent affairs.” 

“Taken my advice, has he?” said Cedric, saluting her 
hand with careless grace. “ ‘You run, Rickyl Don’t do iti’ 
that’s what I said to him. Told him I’d sponge on him for 
the rest of his days, if he was fool enough to let himself be 
caught.” 

“I wonder that you should talk in that vulgar way!” said 
Louisa. “Of course he has not run/ I dare say he will be back 
any moment now. It was excessively remiss of him not to 
have sent a note round to inform Lord Saar that he could 
not wait on him this morning, as he had engaged himself to 
do, but ” 

** You’ve got that wrong,” interrupted Cedric. "No 
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engagement at all. Melissa told him to call on m’father; he 
didn't say he would. Wormed it out of Melissa myself an 
hour ago. Lord, you never saw anyone in such a ragel 
What’s all this.?” His roving eye had alighted on the relics 
laid out upon the table. “A lock of hair, by Jovcl Devilish 
pretty hair tool” 

“Found in the library this morning,” said George por- 
tentously, Ignoring his wife’s warning frown. 

“Here? Ricky?” demanded Cedric. “You’re bamming 
mel” 

“No, it is perfectly true. We cannot understand it.” 

Cedric’s eyes danced. “B\ all that’s famousl Who’d have 
thought It, though? Well, that settles our affairs! Devihsh 
inconvenient, but damme, I’m gnd he’s boltedl Always 
liked Ricky — never wanted to see him bound for perdition 
with the rest of usl But we’re done-up now, and no mistake! 
The diamonds have gone.” 

“What?” Louisa cried. “Cedric, not the Brandon 
necklace?” 

“That’s it. Last sheet-anchor thrown out to the wind- 
ward — gone like thati” He snapped his fingers in the air, 
and laughed. “I came to tell Ricky I’d accept his offer to 
buy me a pair of colours, and be off to the Wars.” 

“But how? Where?” gasped Louisa. 

‘‘Stolen. My mother took it to Bath with her. Never 
would stir without the tiling, more’s the pity! I wonder 
m’father didn’t sell it years ago. Only thing he didn’t sell, 
except Saar Court, and that’ll have to go next. My mother 
wouldn’t hear of parting with the diamonds.” 

“But Ccdric, how stolen? Who took it?” 

“Highwaymen. My mother sent off a courier post-haste 
to m’father. Chaise stopped somewhere near Bath — two 
fellows with masks and horse-pistols — Sophia screeching 
like a hen— my mother swooning — outriders taken by 
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surprise — one of ’em winged. And off went the necklace. 
Which is what I can’t for the life of me understand.” 

“How terrible! Your poor Mama! I am so sorryl It is 
an appalling loss!” 

“Yes, but how the devil did they find the thin^?” said 
Cedric. “That’s what I want to know.” 

“But surely if they took Lady Saar’s jewel-case ** 

“The necklace wasn’t in it. I’ll lay my last shilling on 
that. My mother bad a hiding-place for it — devilish cunning 
notion — always put it there when she travelled. Secret 
pocket behind one of the squabs.” 

“Good Gad, do you mean to say someone divulged the 
hiding-place to the rascals?” said George. 

“Looks mighty like it, don’t it?” 

“Who knew of it? If you can discover the traitor, you 
may yet get the necklc'^e back. Are you sure of all your 
servants?” 

“I’m sure none of them — Lord, I don’t knowl” Cedric 
said, rather hastily. “My mother wants the Bow Street 
Runners set on to it, but m’father d /n’t think it’s the least 
use. And now here’s Ricky bolted, on top of ever3rthingl 
The old man will go off in an apoplexy!” 

“Really, Cedric, you must not talk so of your Papal” 
Louisa expostulated. “And we don’t know that 
Richard has — ^has bolted! Indeed, am sure it’s no such 
thing!” 

“He’ll be a fool if he hasn’t,” said Cedric. “What do 
you think, George?” 

“I don’t know,” George answered. “It is ver>' perplexing. 
I own, when I first heard of his disappearance — for you 
must know that he did not sleep in his bed last night, and 
when I saw him he was foxed — ^I felt the gravest alarm. 
But ” 

“Suicide, by God!” Cedric gave a shout of laughter. 
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“I must tell Melissa thatl Driven to deathl Rickyl Oh, by 
all that’s famousl” 

“Cedric, you are quite abominablel” said Louisa 
roundly. “Of course Richard has not committed suicidel 
He has merely gone away. I’m sure I don’t know where, 
and if you say anything of the sort to Melissa I shall never 
forgive you! In fact, I beg you will tell Melissa nothing 
more than that Richard has been called away on an urgent 
matter of business.” 

*‘What, can’t I tell her about the lock of yallcr hair? Now, 
don’t be a spoil-sport, Louisal” 

“Odious creature!” 

“We believe the lock of hair to be a relic of some long- 
forgotten affair,” said George. “Possibly a boy-and-girl 
attachment. It would be gross impropriety to ^mention it 
beyond these walls.” 

“If it comes to that, old fellow, what about the gross 
impropriety of poking and prying into Ricky’s drawers?” 
asked Cedric cheerfully. 

“We did no such thing!” Louisa cried. “It was found 
upon the floor in the library!” 

“Dropped? Discarded? Seems to me Ricky’s been 
leading a double life. I’d have said myself he never 
troubled much about females. Won’t I roast him when I 
see him!” 

“You will do nothing, of the sort. Oh dear, I wish 
to heaven I knew where he has gone, and what it all 
means!” 

“I’ll tell you where he’s gone!” offered Cedric. “He’s 
gone to find the yaller-haired charmer of his youth. Not 
a doubt of it! Lord, I’d give a monkey to see tdm, though. 
Ricky on a romantic adventure!” 

“Now you are being absurd!” said Louisa. “If one thing 
b certain, it b that Richard has not one grain of romance 
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in his disposition, while as for adventure 1 I dare say 

he would shudder at the mete thought of it. Richard, my 
dear Cedric, is first, last, and always a man of fashion, and 
he will never do anything unbefitting a Corinthian. You 
may take my word for thatl** 



CHAPTER IV 


T he man of fashion, at that precise moment, was 
sleeping heavily in one corner of a huge grcen-and- 
gold Accommodation coach, swaying and rocking on 
it^ ponderous way to Bristol. The hour was two in the 
afternoon, the locality Calcot Green, west of Re.iding, and 
ihe dreams troubling the repose of the man of fashion were 
extremely uneasy. He had endured some waking moments, 
when the coach had stopped with a lurch and a heave to take 
up or to set down passengers, to change horses, or to wait 
while a laggardly pike-keeper opened a gate upon the road. 
These moments had seemed to him more fraught with 
•nightmate even than his dreams. His head was aching, his 
eyeballs teemed to be on fire, and a phantasmagoria of 
strange, unwelcome faces swam before his outraged vision. 
He had shut his eyes again with a groan, preferring his 
dreams to reality, but when the coach stopped at Calcot 
Green to put down a stout woman with a tendency to 
asthma, sleep finally deserted him, and he opened his eyes, 
blinked at the face of a precise-looking man in a suit of neat 
black, seated opposite to him, ejaculated: “Oh, my Godl” 
and sat up. 

“Is your head vety bad?” asked a solicitous and vaguely 
jEuniliar voice in his ear. 

He turned his head, and encountered the enquiring gaze 
of Miss Penelope Creed. He looked at her in silence for a 
few moments; then he said: “I remember. Stage-coach — 
Bristol. Why, oh why, did I touch the brandy?” 

An admonitory pinch made him recollect his surround- 
ings. He found that there were three other persons in the 
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ooikch, seated opposite to him, and that all were regarding 
him with interest. The precise-looking man, whom he 
judged to be an attorney’s clerk, was frankly disapproving; 
a woman in a poke-bonnet and a paduasoy shawl nodded 
to him in a motherly style, and said that he was like her 
second b^y, who could not abide the rocking of the coach 
either; and a large man beside her, whom he took to be her 
husband, corroborated this statement by enunciating in a 
deep voice: “That’s rightl” 

Instinct took Sir Richard’s hand to his cravat; his fingers 
told him that it was considerably crumpled, like die tails 
of his blue coat. His curly-brimmed beaver seemed to add 
to the discomfort of his aching head; he took it off, and 
clasped his head in his hands, trying to throw off the 
lingering wisps of sleep. “Good Godl” he said thickly. 
“Where are we?” 

"Well, I am not quite sure, but we have passed Readingy*^ 
replied Pen, rather anxiously surveying him. 

“Calcot Green, that’s where we are,” volunteered the 
large man. “Stopped to set down s >meone. They ain’t 
a-worriting theirsclves over the time-bill, that’s plain. I 
dare say the coachman’s stepped down fof a drink.” 

“Ah, welll” said his u ife tolerantly. Tt’U be thirsty work, 
setting up on the box in the sun i>e he has to.” 

“That’s right,” agreed the lar - taan. 

"If the Company was to hear oi it he would be turned 
off, and very rightlyl” said the clerk, sniffing. “The be-- 
haviour of these stage-coachmen is becoming a scandak” 

“I’m sure there’s no call for people to get nasty if a man 
fidls behind his tiiiie-bill a little,” said the woman. “Live 
and let live, that’s what I say.” 

Her husband assented to this in his usual fashion. The 
coach lurched forward again, and Pen said, under cover of 
the noise of the wheels and the horses’ hooves: “You kept on 
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telling me that you were drunk, and now I see that you wete. 
I was afraid you would regret coming with me.” 

Sit Richard raised his head from his hands. “Drunk 1 
most undoubtedly must have been, but 1 regret nothing 
except the brandy. When does this appalling vehicle reach 
Bristol?” 

“It isn’t one of the fast coaches, you know. They don’t 
engage to cover much above eight miles an hour. I think 
we ought to be in Bristol by eleven o’clock. We seem to 
stop such a number of times, though. Do you mind very 
much?” 

He looked down at her. “Do you?” 

“To tell you the truth,” she confided, “not a bit! I am 
enjoying myself hugely. Only I don’t want you to be made 
uncomfortable all for my sake. I quite see that you are 
sadly out-of-place in a stage-coach.” 

“My dear child, you had nothing whatever to do with 
my present discomfort, believe me. As for my being out-of- 
place, what, pray, are you?” 

The dimples peeped. “Oh, I am only a scrubby school- 
boy, after alll” 

“Did I say that?” She nodded. “Well, so you are,” said 

Sir Richard, looking her over critically. “Except for 

Did I tie that cravat?* Yes, I thought I must have. What in 
the world have you got there?” 

“An apple,” replied Pen, showing it to him. “The fat 
. woman who got out just now gave it to me.” 

“You are not going to sit there munching it, are you?” 
..demanded Sir Richard. 

“Yes, I am. Why shouldn’t I? Would you like a bit 
of it?” 

“I should notl” said Sir Richard. 

“Well, I am excessively hungry. That was the one thing 
we forgot.” 
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“What was?” 

“Food,” said Pen, digging her teeth into the apple. “We 
ought to have provided ourselves with a basket of things 
to eat on the journey. I forgot that the stage doesn’t stop 
at posting-houses, like the mail-coaches. At least, I didn’t 
forget exactly, because I never knew it.” 

“Tliis must be looked to,” said Sir Richard. “If you are 
hungry, you must undoubtedly be fed. What are you pro- 
posing to do with the core of that apple?” 

“Eat it,” said Pen. 

“Repellent brat!” said Sir Richard, with a strong shudder. 

He leaned back in his corner, but a tug at his sleeve made 
him incline his head towards his companion. 

“I told these people that you were my tutor,” whispered 
Pen. 

“Of course, a young gentleman in his tutor’s charge 
would be travelling in tl'e common stage,” said Sir Richard, 
resigning himself to the role of usher. 

At the next stage, which was Woolhampton, he roused 
himself from the languor which threatened to possess him, 
alighted from the coach, and she ved unexpected com- 
petence in procuring from the modest inn a very tolerable 
cold meal for his charge. The coach awaited his pleasure, 
and the attorney’s clerk, whose sharp eyes had seen Sir 
Richard’s hand go from his pocket to the coachman’s ready 
palm, muttered darkly of bribery and corruption on the 
King’s Highway. 

“Have some chicken,” said Sir Richard amiably. 

The clerk refused this invitation with every evidence of 
contempt, but there were several other passengers, notably 
a small boy with adenoids, who were perfectly ready to 
share the contents of the basket on Pen’s knees. 

Sir Richard had good reasOij to know that Miss Qeed’s 
disposition was extremely confiding; during the long day’s 
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journey he discovered that she was friendly to a fault. She 
observed all the passengers with a bright and wholly 
unselfconscious gaze; conversed even with the clerk; and 
showed an alarming tendency to become the life and soul 
of the party. Questioned about herself, and her destination 
she wove, zestfully, an entirely mendacious story, which she 
embroidered from time to time with outrageous details. Sir 
Richard was ruthlessly applied to for corroboration, and, 
entering into the spirit of the adventure, added a few 
extempore details himself. Pen seemed pleased with these, 
but was plainly disappointed at his refusal to join her in 
keeping the small boy with adenoids amused. 

He leaned back in his corner, lazily enjoying Miss Creed’s 
flights into the realms of fancy, and wondering what his 
mother and his sister would think if they knew that he was 
travelling to an unknown destination, by stage-coach, 
accompanied by a young lady as unembarrassed by this 
circumstance as by her male attire. A laugh shook him, as 
he pictured Louisa’s face. His head had ceased aching, but 
although the detachment fostered by brandy had left him. 
he still retained a feeling of delightful irresponsibility. 
Sober, he would certainly not have set forth on this absurd 
journey, but having done so, drunk, he was perfectly willing 
to continue it. He was, moreover, curious to learn more of 
Pen’s history. Some farrago she had told him last night: 
his recollection of it was a trifle hazy, but there had surely 
been something about an aunt, and a cousin with a face 
like a fish. 

He turned his head slightly on the dingy squabs of the 
coach, and watched, from under drooping eyelids, the ani- 
mated little face beside him. Miss Creed was listening, 
apparently keenly interested, to a long and involved recital 
of the illness which had lately prostrated the motherly 
woman’s youngest-born. She shook her head over the folly 
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of the apofliccaty, nodded wisely at the efficiency of an age- 
old nostrum compounded of strange herbs, and was on the 
point of capping this recipe with one in use in her own 
femily when Sir Richard’s foot found hers, and trod on it. 

It was certainly time to check Miss Creed. The motherly 
woman stared at her, and said that it was queer-and-all to 
meet a young gentleman so knowledgeable. 

“My mother,” said Pen, blushing, “has been an invalid 
for many years,” 

Everyone looked solicitous, and a desiccated female in 
the far corner of the coach said that no one could tell her 
anything about illness. 

This remark had the effect of diverting attention from Pen, 
and as the triumphant lady plunged into the history of her 
sufferings, she sat back beside Sir Richard, directing up at 
him a look quite as mischievous as it was apologetic. 

The lawyer’s clerk, w- o had not yet forgiven Sir Richard 
for bribing the coachman, said something about the license 
allowed to young persons in these days. He contrasted it 
unfiivourably with his own upbringing, and said that if he 
had a son he would not pamper him by giving him a tutor, 
but would send him to school. Pen said meekly that Mr. 
Brown was very strict, and Sir Richard, correctly identifying 
Mr. Brown with himself, lent colour to her assertion by 
telling her sternly not to chatter. 

ITie motherly woman said that ^he was sure the young 
gentleman brightened them all up, and for her part she did 
not hold with people being harsh with children. 

“Hiat’s right,” agreed her spouse. “I never wanted to 
break any of my young ’uns’ spirits; I like to see ’em up- 
and-coming.” 

Several of the passengers looked reproatdifully at Sir 
Richard, and, that no doube of his severity might linger 
in their minds. Pen subsided into crushed silence. 



58 THE CORINTHIAN 

folding her hands on her knees, and casting down her eyes. 

Sir Richard saw that he would figure for the rest of the 
journey as an oppressor, and mentally rehearsed a speech 
which was destined for Miss Creed’s sole edification. 

She disarmed him by falling asleep with her cheek against 
his shoulder. She slept between one stage and the next, 
and when roused by the coach’s halting with its usual lurch, 
opened her eyes, smiled drowsily up at Sir Richard and 
murmured: “I’m glad you came. Are you glad you came?” 

“Very. Wake upt” said Sir Richard, wondering what 
more imprudent remarks might be hovering on her tongue. 

She yawned, and straightened herself. An altercation 
seemed to be in progress between the guard and someone 
standing in the inn-yard. A farmer, who had boarded the 
coach at Caine, and was seated beside Pen, said that he 
thought the trouble was that the would-be passenger was 
not upon the way-bill. 

“Well, he cannot come inside, that is certainl” said the 
thin woman. “It is shocking, the way one is crowded 
alreadyl” 

“Where are we?” enquired Pen. 

"Chippenham,” responded the farmer. “That’s where 
the Bath road goes off, sec?” 

She sat forward to look out of the window. “Chippen- 
ham already? Oh yes, so it is! I know it well.” 

Sir Richard cocked an amused eye at her. “Alreadji" he 
murmured. 

“Well, I have been asleep, so it seems soon to me. Are 
you very weary, sir?” 

*‘By no means. I am becoming entirely resigned.” 

The new passenger, having apparently settled matters 
with the guard, at this moment pulled open the door, and 
tried to climb up into the coach. He was a small, spare man, 
in a catskin waistcoat, and jean-pantaloons. He had a sharp 
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fece, with a pair of twinkling, lashless eyes set deep under 
sandy brows. His proposed entrance into the coach was 
resolutely opposed. The thin woman cried out that there 
was no room; the lawyer’s clerk said that the way the 
Company over-loaded its vehicles was a scandal; and the 
farmer recommended the newcomer to climb on to the roof. 

“There ain’t an inch of room up there,” protested the 
stranger. “Lord, I don’t take up much space! Squeeze up, 
covesl” 

“Full-upl Try the bootl” said the farmer. 

“Cast your winkers over me, cull: I don’t take up no 
more room than what a bodkin would!” pleaded the 
stranger. “Besides, there’s a set of flash young coves on the 
roof. I’d be mortal afraid to sit with ’em, so I wouldl” 

Sir Richard, casting an experienced eye over the man, 
mentally wrote him down as one probably better known to 
the Bow Street Runr^rs than to himself. He was not 
surprised, however, to hear Miss Creed offering to squeeze 
up to make room, for he had, by this time, formed a very 
fair estimate of his charge’s warmheartedness. 

Pen, edging close to Sir RicharC., coaxed the farmer to 
see for himself that there was room enough for one more 
passenger. The man in the catskin waistcoat grinned at her, 
and hopped into the coach. ‘ Dang me if I didn’t think you 
was a flash cull too!” he said, squeezing himself into the 
vacant place. “I’m obliged to ye, yt ang shaver. When coves 
do Jimmy Yarde a service he don’t forget it neither.” 

The lawyer, who seemed to have much the same opinion 
of Mr. Yarde as that held by Sir Richard, sniffed, and folded 
his hands tightly on the box which he held on his knees. 

“Lord bless you!” said Mr. Yarde, observing this gesture 
with a tolerant smile, “/ ain’t no boman prig!” 

“What’s a boman prig?” asked Pen innocently. 

“There, nowl If you ain’t a werry sucklingl” said 
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Mr. Yaxde, almost disconcerted. “A boman prig, young 
gentleman, is what I trust you’ll never be. It’s a cove as 
ends up in Rumbo — ah, and likely on the Nubbing Cheat 
afore he’s much olderl” 

Much intrigued. Pen demanded a translation of these 
strange terms. Sir Richard, having pondered and discarded 
tlte notion of commanding her to exchange places with 
him, lay back and listened with lazy enjoyment to her 
initiation into the mysteries of thieves’ cant. 

A party of young gentlemen, who had been spectators of 
a cock-fight held in the district, had been taken up at 
Chippenham, and had crowded on to the roof. From the 
sounds preceding thence, it seemed certain that they had 
been refreshing themselves liberally. There was a good deal 
of shouting, some singing, and much drumming with heels 
upon the roof. The motherly woman and the thin spinster 
began to look alarmed, and the lawyer’s clerk said that the 
behaviour of modern young men was disgraceful. Pen was 
too deeply engaged in conversation with Jimmy Yarde to 
pay much heed to the commotion, but when, after the coach 
had rumbled on for another five miles, the pace was 
suddenly accelerated, and the top-heavy vehicle bounced 
over ruts and pot-holes, and swimg perilously first to one 
side and then to the other, she broke off her enthralling 
discourse, and looked enquiringly at Sir Richard. 

A violent lurch flung her into his arms. He restored her 
to her own seat, saying dryly: “More adventure for you. 
I hope you are enjoying it?” 

“But what is happening?” 

“I apprehend that one of the would-be sprigs of fashion 
above has taken it into his head to tool the coach,” he replied. 

“Lord ha’ mercyl” exclaimed the motherly woman. “Do 
you mean that one of they pesky, drunken lads is a-driving 
of us, sir?” 
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“So I should suppose, ma’am.” 

The spinster uttered a faint shriek. “Good God, what 
will become of us.?” 

“We shall end, I imagine, in the ditch,” said Sit Richard, 
with unruffled calm. 

Babel at once broke forth, the spinster demanding to be 
let out at once, the motherly woman trying to attract the 
coachman’s notice by hammering against the roof with her 
sunshade, the farmer sticking his head out of the window to 
shout threats and abuse, Jimmy Yarde laughing, and the 
lawyer’s clerk angrily demanding of Sir Richard why he did 
not do something? 

“What would you wish me to do?” asked Sir Richard, 
steadying Pen with a comfortingly strong arm. 

“Stop the coach! Oh, sir, pray stop it!” begged the 
motherly woman. 

“Bless your heart, ma'am, it’ll stop of its own this gaiti” 
grinned Jimmy Yarde. 

Hardly had he spoken than a particularly sharp bend in 
the road proved to be too much for ' hf amateur coachman’s 
skill. He took the corner too wide, the near-hind wheels 
mounted a slight bank, and skidded down the farther side 
into a deep ditch, and everyone inside the vehicle was flung 
rudely over. There were screams from the women, oaths 
from the farmer, the cracking noi^j of split wood, and the 
shatter of broken glass. The coach lay at a crazy angle with 
sprigs of thorn-hedge thrusting in through the broken 
windows. 

Pen, whose fece was smothered in the many capes of Sir 
Richard’s drab-driving coat, gasped, and struggled to free 
herself from a hold which had suddenly clamped her to Sir 
Richard’s side. He relaxed it, spying: “Hurt, Pen?” 

“No, not in the least! Thank you so very much for 
holding mel Are.you hurt?” 
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A splinter of glass had cut his cheek slightly, but since he 
had been holding on to the leather arm-rest hanging in the 
corner of the coach, he had not been thrown, like everyone 
else, off his seat. “No, only annoyed,” he replied. “My 
good woman, this is neither the time nor the place for 
indulging in a fit of the vapoursl” 

This add rider was addressed to the spinster, who, 
Bnding herself pitch-forked on top of the lawyer's clerk, had 
gone off into strong hysterics. 

“Here, let me get my dabblers on to that there doorl” 
said Jimmy Yarde, hoisting himself up by seizing the oppo- 
site arm-test. “Dang me if next time I travel in a rattler I 
don’t ride on the roof, flash-culls or nol” 

The coach not having collapsed quite on to its side, but 
being supported by the bank and the hedge bordering the 
ditch, it was not difficult to force open the door, or to climb 
out through it. The spinster had indeed to be lifted out, 
since she had stiffened all over, and would do nothing but 
scream and drum her heels, but Pen scrambled out with an 
agility which scorned helping hands, and the motherly 
woman said that provided every gentleman would turn his 
back upon her she would engage to get out by herself too. 

It was now considerably after nine o’clock, but although 
the sun had gone, the summer sky was still light, and the 
air warm. The travellers found themselves on a deserted 
stretch of road, a couple of miles short of the little town of 
Wroxhall, and rather more than thirty miles from Bristol. 
The most cursory inspection of the coach was enough to 
convince them that it would need extensive repairs before 
being able to take the road again; and Sir Richard, who had 
gone immediately to the horses, returned to Pen’s side in a 
few moments with the news that one of the wheelers had 
badly strained a tendon. He had been right in thinking that 
the reins had been handed over to one of the outside 
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passengers. To tool the coach was a common enough 
pastime amongst young men who aspired to be whips, but 
that any paid coachman could have been foolish enough to 
relinquish his seat to an amateur far gone in drink was 
incomprehensible, until the coachman’s own condition had 
been realized. 

Pen, who was sitting on Sir Richard’s portmanteau, 
received the news of complete breakdown with perfect 
equanimity, but all the other inside passengers burst into 
vociferous complaint, and besieged the guard with demands 
to be instantly conveyed to Bristol, by means unspecified. 
Between his indignation at his colleague’s gross misconduct, 
and his exasperation at being shouted at by six or seven 
persons at once, the unfortunate man was for some time 
incapable of collecting his wits, but presently it was sug- 
gested that if the travellers would only be patient, he would 
ride back on one of the leaders to Chippenham, and there 
try to procure some sort of a vehicle to convey them to 
Wroxhall, where they would be obliged to remain until the 
next Accommodation coach to Bristol picked them up there 
early on the following morning. 

Several persons decided to set forward on foot for 
Wroxhall at once, but the spinster was still having h3rsterics, 
the motherly woman said tha«- her corns would not permit 
of her tramping two miles, and the lawyer’s clerk held to it 
t])at he had a right to be conveyed to Bristol that night. 
There was a marked tendency in one or two persons to turn 
to Sir Richard, as being plainly a man accustomed to 
command. This tendency had the effect of making 
Sir Richard, not in the least gratified, walk over to 
Pen’s side, and say languidly, but with deasion: “This, 
I fancy, is where we part company with our fellow- 
travellers.” 

“Yes, do let usl” assented Pen blithely. “You know, 
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I have been thinking, and I have a much better scheme now. 
We won’t go to Bristol at all!” 

“This is very sudden,” said Sir Richard. “Do I under- 
stand you to mean that you have made up your mind to 
return to London?” 

“No, no, of course not! On!y now that we have broken 
down I think it wou!d be siliy to wait for another coach, 
because very likely we should be overtaken by my aunt. And 
I never really wanted to go to Bristol, after all.” 

“In that case, it seems perhaps a pity that we came so 
for upon the road to it,” said Sir Richard. 

Her eyes twinkled. “Stupid! I mean, my home is not in 
Bristol, but near to it, and I think it would be much better, 
besides being like a real adventure, to walk the rest of the 
way.” 

“Where is your home?” demanded Sir Richard. 

“Well, it is near Queen Charlton, not fat from Keynsham, 
you know.” 

“I don’t,” said Sir Richard. “This is your country, not 
mine. How far, in your judgment, is Queen Charlton from 
where we now are?” 

“I’m not entirely sure,” replied Pen cautiously. “But I 
shouldn’t think it could be above fifteen, or, at the most 
twenty miles, going ’cross country.” 

“Are you proposing to walk twenty miles?” said Sit 
Richard. » . 

“Well, I dare say it is not as much. As the crow flies, 
I expect it is only about ten miles off.” 

“You are not a crow,” said Sir Richard dampingly. “Nor, 
I may add, am Get up from that portmanteau!” 

She rose obediently. “I think I could quite well walk 
twenty miles. Not all at once, of course. What are we 
going to do?” 

“We are going to retrace our steps along the road until 
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we come to an inn,” replied Sir Richard. “As I remember, 
there was one, about a couple of miles back. Nothing would 
induce me to make one of this afflictive coach-party!” 

“I must own, I am a little tired of them myself,” admitted 
Pen. “Only I won’t go to a posting-house!” 

“Make yourself easy on that score!” said Sir Richard 
grimly. “No respectable posting-house would open its 
doors to us in this guise.” 

This made Pen giggle. She put forward no further 
opposition, but picked up the cloak-b.ig, and set out beside 
Sir Richard in the direction of Chippenham. 

None of the coach-passengers noticed their departure, 
since all were fully occupied, either in reviling the coachman, 
or in planning their immediate movements. The bend in the 
road soon shut them off from sight of the coach, and Sir 
Richard then said: “And now you may give me that cloak- 
bag.” 

“Well, I won’t,” said Pen, holding on to it firmly. “It 
is not at all heavy, and you have your portmanteau to carry 
already. Besides, I feel more like a man every moment. 
What shall we do when we reach the inn?” 

“Order supper.” 

“Yes, and after that?” 

“Go to bed.” 

Pen considered this. “You don’t think we should set 
forward on our journey at once?” 

“Certainly not. We shall go to bed like Christians, and 
in the morning we shall hire a conveyance to carry us to 
Queen Charlton. A private conveyance,” he added. 

“But ” 

“Pen Creed,” said Sir Richard calmly, “you cast me 
for the role of bear-leader, and I accepted it. You drew 
a revolting picture of me which led everyone in that coach 
to regard me in the light of a persecutor of youth. 
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Now you are reaping the hanrest of your own sowing.” 

She laughed. “Are you going to persecute me?” 

“Horriblyl” said Sir Richard. 

She tucked a confiding band in his arm, and gave a little 
skip. “Very well, I will do as you tell me. I’m very glad 1 
met you: we are having a splendid adventure, are we not?” 

Sir Richard’s lips twitched. Suddenly he burst ou*’ 
laughing, standing still in the middle of the road, while Pen 
doubtfully surveyed him. 

“But what is the matter with you?” she asked. 

“Never mindl” he said, his voice still unsteady with 
mirth. “Of course we are having a splendid adventure!” 

“Well, I think we are,” she said, stepping out beside him 
again. “Piers will be so surprised when he sees me!” 

“I should think he would be,” agreed Sir Richard. “You 
are quite sure that you don’t regret coming in search of 
him, I suppose?” 

“Oh yes, quite! Why, Piers is my oldest friendl Didn’t 
I tell you that we made a vow to be married?” 

“I have some recollection of your doing so,” he admitted. 
“But I also recollect that you said you hadn’t seen him for 
five years.” 

“No, that is true, but it doesn’t signify in the least, I 
assure you.” 

“I see,” said Sir Richard, keeping his inevitable reflections 
to himself. 

They had not more than two miles to go before they 
reached the inn Sir Richard had seen from the window of the 
coach. It was a very small hostelry, with a weather-beaten 
sign creaking on its chains, a thatched roofi and only one 
parlour, besides the common tap-room. 

The landlord, upon hearing of the breakdown of the 
stage-coach, accepted the travellers’ unconventional arrival 
without surprise. It was growing dark by this time, and it 
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was not until Sir Richard had stepped into the inn, and stood 
in the light of a hanging lamp, that the landlord was able to 
obtain a clear view of him. Sir Richard had chosen for the 
journey a plain coat and serviceable breeches, but the cut of 
the blue cloth, the high polish on his top-boots, the very 
style of his cravat, and the superfluity of capes on his drab 
over-coat all proclaimed so unmistakably the gentleman of 
fashion that the landlord was obviously taken aback, and 
looked from him to Pen with considerable suspicion. 

“I shall require a bedroom for myself, and another for 
my nephew,” said Sir Richard. “Also some supper.” 

“Yes, sir. Did your honour say you was travelling on 
the Bristol-stagc?” asked the landlord incredulously. 

“Yes,” said Sir Richard, raising his brows. “I did say so. 
Have you any objection?” 

“Oh no, sirl no. I’m surel” replied the landlord hastily. 
“Your honour said supper! Fm afraid we — we aren’t in the 
habit of entertaining the Duality, but if your honour would 
condescend to a dish of ham and eggs, or maybe a slice of 
cold pork. I’ll see to it on the instant!” 

Sir Richard having graciously approved the ham and 
eggs, the landlord bowed him into t.ie stuffy little parlour, 
and promised to have the only two guest-chambers the inn 
possessed immediately prepared. Pen, directing a conspira- 
torial look at Sir Richard, elected to follow the portmanteau 
and the cloak-bag upstairs. When she reappeared, a 
slatternly maid -servant had spread supper on the table in 
the parlour, and Sir Richard had succeeded in forcing open 
two of its tiny windows. He turned, as Pen came in, and 
asked: “What in heaven’s name have you been doing all 
this time? I began to think you had deserted me.” 

“Desert you! Of course I wouldn’t do anything so sillyl 
The thing was, I could see the landlord had noticed your 
clothes, so I thought of a famous tale to tell him. That’s why 
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I went off with him. I knew he would try to discover fram 
me why you were travelling on the stage-coach.” 

“And did he?” 

“Yes, and I told him that you had had reverses on ’Change 
and had fallen on evil times,” said Pen, drawing up her chair 
to the table. 

“Ohl” said Sir Richard. “Was he satisfied with that?” 

“Perfectly. He said he was very sorry. And then he asked 
where we were bound for. I said, for Bristol, because all 
the family had lost its money, and so I had had to be taken 
away from school.” 

“You have the most fertile imagination of anyone of my 
acquaintance,” said Sir Richard. “May I ask what school 
you have been gracing?” 

“Harrow. Afterwards I wished I had said Eton, because 
my cousin Geoffrey is at Harrow, and I don’t like him. I 
wouldn’t go to his school.” 

“I suppose it is too late to change the school now,” Sir 
Richard said, in a regretful tone. 

She looked up quickly, her fascinating smile crinkling 
the corners of her eyes. “You are laughing at me.” 

“Yes,” admitted Sir Richard. “Do you mind?” 

“Oh no, not a bitl No one laughs in my aunt’s house. 
1 Uke it.” 

“I wish,” said Sir Richard, “you would tell me more 
about this aunt of yours. Is she your guardian?” 

“No, but I have had to live with her ever since 
my father died. 1 have no real guardian, but I 
have two trustees. On account of my fortune, you 
understand.” 

“Of course, yes: I was forgetting your fortune. Who are 
your trustees?” 

“Well, one is my uncle Griffin — ^Aunt Almeria’s husband, 
you know — ^but he doesn’t signify, because he does just 
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what Aunt tells him. The other is my father’s lawyer, and 
he doesn’t signify either.” 

“For the same reason?” 

“I don’t know, but I shouldn’t wonuci ai 11 m «ic least. 
Everyone is afraid of Aunt Almeria. Even I am, a little. 
That’s why I ran away.” 

“Is she unkind to you?” 

“N-no. At least, she doesn’t ill-treat me, but she is the 
kind of woman who always gets her own way. Do you 
know?” 

“I know,” Sir Richard said. 

“She talks,” explained Pen. “And when she is displeased 
with one, I must say that it is very uncomfortable. But one 
should always be just, and I do not blame her for being so 
set on my marrying Fred. They are not very rich, you see, 
and of course Aunt would like Fred to have all my fortune. 
In fact, I am very sorry to be so disobliging, particularly 
as I have lived with the '^riffins for nearly five years. But, 
to tell you the truth, I didn’t in the least want to, and as 
for marrying Fred, I could not! Only when I suggested to 
Aunt Almeria that I would much prefer to give my fortune 
to Fred, and not marry him, she flew ir .0 a passion, and said 
I was heartless and shameless, and cried, and talked about 
nourishing vipers in her bosom. I thought that was unjust 
of her, because it was a very handsome ofier, don’t you 
agree?” 

“Very,” said Sir Richard. “But perhaps a trifle — shall 
we say, crude?” 

“OhI” Pen digested this. “You mean that she did not 
like my not pretending that Fred was in love with me?” 

“I think it just possible,” said Sir Richard gravely. 

“Well, I am sorry if I wounded her feelings, but 
truly I don’t thirjk she has the least scnsibility» I only 
said what I thought. ^But it put her in such a rage 
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that there was nothing for it but to escape. So I did.” 

**Were you locked in your room?” enquired Sir Richard. 

*K)h no! I daresay I should have been if Aunt had 
guessed what I meant to do, but she would never think ot 
such a thing,” 

“Then — forgive my curiosity! — why did you climb out 
of the window?” asked Sir Richard. 

“Oh, that was on account of Pugl” replied Pen sunnily. 

“Pug?” 

“Yes, a horrid little creaturel He sleeps in a basket in 
the hall, and he /ilways yaps if he thinks one is going out. 
That would have awakened Aunt Almeria. There was 
nothing else I could do.” '* 

Sir Richard regarded her with a lurking smile. “Naturally 
not. Do you know, Pen, I owe you a debt of gratitude?” 

“Oh?” she said, pleased, but doubtful. “Why?” 

“I thought 1 knew your sex. I was wrong.” 

“Oh!” she said again. “Do you mean that I don’t behave 
as a delicately bred female should?” 

“That is one way of putting it, certainly.” 

“It IS the way Aunt Almeria puts it.” 

“She would, of course.” 

“I am afraid,” confessed Pen, “that I am not very well- 
behaved. Aunt says that I had a lamentable upbringing, 
because my father treated,me as though I had been a boy. I 
ought to have been, you understand.” 

“I cannot agree with you,” said Sir Richard. “As a boy 
you would have been in no way remarkable; as a female, 
believe me, you are unique.” 

She flushed to the roots of her hair. “I think that is a 
compliment.” 

“It is,” Sir Richard said, amused. 

“Well, I wasn’t sure, because I am not out yet, and I do 
not know any men except my uncle and Fred, and they don’t 
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pay compliments. That is to say, not like that.” She looked 
up rather shyly, but chancing to catch sight of son\eone 
through the window, suddenly exclaimed: “Why, thefe’s 
Mr. Yarde!” 

“Mr. who?” asked Sir Richard, turning his head. 

"You can’t see him now: he has gone past the window. 
You must remember Mr. Yarde, sir! He was the odd little 
man who got into the coach at Chippenham, and used such 
queer words that I could not perfectly understand him. Do 
you suppose he' can be coming to this inn?” 

“I smccrely trust not!” said Sir Richard. 



CHAPTER V 


H IS trust was soon seen to have been misplaced, for 
after a few mmutes the landlord came into the room, 
to ask apologetically whether the noble gentleman 
would object to giving up one of his rooms to another 
traveller. “I told him as how your honour had bespoke both 
bedchambers, but he is very wishful to get a lodging, sir, 
so I told him as how I would ask your honour if, maybe, 
the young gentleman could share your honour’s chamber — 
there being two beds, sir ” 

Sir Richard, meeting Miss Creed’s eye for one pregnant 
moment, saw that she was struggling with a strong desire 
to burst out laughing. His own lips quivered, but before 
he could answer the landlord, the sharp face of Mr. Jimmy 
Yarde peered over that worthy’s shoulder. 

Upon recognizing the occupants of the parlour, Mr. 
Yarde seemed to be momentarily taken aback. He recovered 
himself quickly, however, to thrust his way into the parlour 
with a very fair assumption of delight at encountering two 
persons already known to him. “Well, if it ain’t my young 
chubl” he exclaimed. “Dang me if I didn’t think the pair 
of you had loped off to WroxhalU” 

“No,” said Sir Richard. “It appeared to me that Wroxhall 
would be over-full of travellers to-night.” 

“Ay, you’re a damned knowing one, ain’t you? Knowed 
it the instant I clapped my glaziers on you. And right you 
arel Says I to myself, ‘Wroxhall’s no place for you, Jimmy, 
my boyl’ ” 

“Was the thin woman still having the vapours?” asked 
Pen. 


7 * 
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“Lofdy, young chub, she were stretched out as stiff as a 
corpse when I loped off, and no one knowing what to do 
to bring her to her senses. Ah, and mighty peevy I thought 
myself, to hit on the notion of coming to this ken — not 
knowing as you had bespoke all the rooms afore me.” 

His bright face shifted to Sir Richard’s unpromising 
countenance. “Unfortunatel” said Sir Richard politely. 

“Ah, nowl” wheedled Mr. Yarde, “you wouldn’t go for 
to out-jockey Jimmy Yardel Lordy, it’s all of eleven o’clock, 
and the light gone. What’s to stop your doubling up with 
the young shaver?” 

“If your honour would condescend to allow the young 
gentleman to sleep in the spare bed in your honour’s cham- 
ber?” interpolated the landlord in an ingratiating tone. 

“No,” said Sir Richard. “I am an extremely light sleeper, 
and my nephew snores.” Ignoring an indignant gasp from 
Pen, he turned to Mr. Yarde. “Do you snore?” he 
asked. 

Jimmy grinned. “Not mel I sleep like a babby, so help 
mel” 

“Then you,” said Sir Richard, “may share my room.” 

“Done!” said Jimmy promptly. “Spoke like a rare gager, 
guv’nor, which I knew you was. Damme, if I don’t drain 
a clank to your very good health!” 

Resignihg himself to the inevitable. Sir Richard nodded 
to the landlord, and bade Jimmy draw up a chair. 

Not having boarded the stage-coach when Pen had 
announced Sir Richard to be her tutor, Jimmy apparently 
accepted her new relationship without question. He spoke 
of her to Sir Richard as “your nevvy,” drank both their 
healths in gin-and-water -bespoken by Sir Richard, and 
seemed to be inclined to make a night of it. He became 
rather loquacious over his second glass of daffy, and made 
several mysterious references to Files, and those engaged 
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on the Dub-lay, and the Kidd. Various embittered strictures 
on Flash Culls led Sir Richard to infer that he had lately 
been working in partnership with persons above his own 
social standing, and did not mean to repeat the experi- 
ence. 

Pen sat drinking it all in, with her eyes growing rounder 
and rounder, until Sir Richard said that it was time she was 
in bed. He escorted her out of the parlour to the foot of the 
stairs, where she whispered to him in the tone of one who 
has made a great discovery: “Dear sir, I don’t believe he is 
a respectable personl” 

“No,” said Sir Richard. “I don’t believe it either.” 

“But is he a thief asked Pen, shocked. 

“I should think undoubtedly. Which is why you will 
lock your door, my child. Is it understood?” 

“Yes, but are you sure you will be safe? It would be 
dreadful if he were to cut your throat in the nightl” 

“It would indeed,” Sir Richard agreed. “But I can assure 
you he won’t. You may take this for me, if you will, and 
keep it till the morning.” 

He pur his heavy purse into her hand. She nodded. “Yes, 
I will. You will take great care, will you not?” 

“I promise,” he said, smiling. “Be off now, and don’t 
tease yourself over my safetyl” 

He went back to the parlour, where Jimmy Yarde awaited 
him. Being called upon to join Mr. Yarde in a glass of daffy, 
he raised not the slightest objection, although he very soon 
suspected Jimmy of trying to drink him under the table. As 
he refilled the glasses for the third time, he said apolo- 
getically: “Perhaps I ought to warn you that I am accounted 
to have a reasonably strong head. I should not like you to 
waste your time, Mr. Yarde.” 

Jimmy was not at all abashed. He grinned, and said: 
“Ah, I said you was a peevy culll Knowed it as soon as I 
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clapped my daylights on to you. You learned to drink Blue 
Ruin in Cribb’s parlour!” 

“Quite right,” said Sir Richard. 

“Oh, I knowed it, bless your heart! ‘That there gentry-^ 
cove would peel remarkably well,’ I says to myself. 
‘And a handy bunch of fives he’s got.’ Never you fret, 
guv’nor: Jimmy Yarde’s no green ’un. What snabbles 
me, though, is how you come to be travelling in the 
common rumble.” 

Sir Richard gave a soft laugh suddenly. “You see, I have 
lost all my money,” he said. 

“Lost all your money?” repeated Jimmy, astonished. 

“On ’Change,” added Sir Richard. 

The light, sharp eyes flickered over his elegant person. 
“Ah, you’re trying to gammon me! What’s the lay?” 

“None at all.” 

“Dang me if I ever met such a cursed rum touch!” A 
suspicion crossed his nend. “You ain’t killed your man, 
guv’nor?” 

“No. Have you?” 

Jimmy looked quite alarmed. “Not me, guv’nor, not me! 
I don’t hold with violence, any gait.” 

Sir Richard helped himself to a leisurely pinch of snuff. 
“Just the Knuckle, eh?” 

Jimmy gave a statt, and looked at him with uneasy 
respect. “What would the Ukes of you know about the 
Knuckle?” 

“Not very much, admittedly. I believe it means the 
filching of watches, snuff-boxes, and such-like from the 
pockets of the unsuspecting.” 

“Here!” said Jimmy, looking very hard at him across the 
table, “you don’t work the Drop, do you?” 

Sir Richard shook his head. 

“You ain’t a Picker-up, or p’raps a ^dd?” 
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“No,” said Sir Richard. "I am quite honest — ^what you, 
I fancy, call a Flat.” 

“I don’tl” Jimmy said emphatically. “I never met a flat 
what was so unaccountable knowing as what you are, 
guv’nor; and what’s more I hope I don’t meet one 
againl” 

He watched Sir Richard rise to his feet, and kindle his 
bedroom candle at the guttering one on the table. He was 
frowning in a pu2zled way, clearly uncertain in his mind. 
“Going to bed, guv’nor?” 

Sir Richard glanced down at him. “Yes. I did warn you 
that I am a shockingly light sleeper, did I not?” 

“Lord, you ain’t got no need to fear me!” 

“I am quite sure I have not,” smiled Sir Richard. 

When Jimmy Yarde, an hour later, softly tiptoed into the 
low-pitched bed-chamber above the parlour. Sir Richard 
lay to all appearances peacefully asleep. Jimmy edged close 
to the bed, and stood watching him, and listening to his 
even breathing. 

“Don’t drop hot tallow on me, I begl” said Sir Richard, 
not opening his eyes. 

Jimmy Yarde jumped, and swore. 

“Quite so,” said Sir Richard. 

Jimmy Yarde cast him a look of venomous dislike, and in 
silence undressed, and got into the neighbouring bed. 

He awoke at an early hour, to hear roosters crowing from 
tarm to farm in the distance. The sun was up, but the day 
was still misty, and the air very fresh. The bed creaked under 
him as he sat up, but it did not rouse Sir Richard. Jimmy 
Yarde slid out of it cautiously, and dressed himself. On the 
dimity-covered table by the window. Sir Richard’s gold 
quizzing-glass and snuff-box lay, carelessly discarded. Jimmy 
looked wistfully at him. He was something of a con- 
noisseur in snuff-boxes, and his fingers itched to slip this 
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one into his pocket. He glanced uncertainly towards the 
bed. Sir Richard sighed in his sleep. His coat hung over a 
chair within Jimmy’s reach. Keeping his eyes on Sir 
Richard, Jimmy felt in its pockets. Nothing but a hand- 
kerchief rewarded his search. But Sir Richard had given 
no sign of returning consciousness. Jimmy picked up the 
snuff-box, and inspected it. Still no movement from the 
bed. Emboldened, Jimmy dropped it into his capacious 
pocket. The quizzing-glass swiftly followed it. Jimmy 
went stealthily towards the door As he reached it, a yawn 
made him halt in his tracks, and spin round: 

Sir Richard stretched, and yawned again. “You’re up 
early, my friend,’’ he remarked. 

“That’s right,” said Jimmy, anxious to be gone before 
his theft could be discovered. “I’m not one for lying abed 
on a fine summer’s morning. I’ll get a breath of air before I 
have my breakfast. Daresay we’ll meet downstairs, eh, 
guv’nor?” 

“I dare say we shall,” agreed Sir Richard. "But in case 
we don’t. I’ll relieve you of my snuff-box and my eyeglass 
now.” 

Exasperated, Jimmy let fall the modest bundle which 
contained his nightgear. “Dang me, if I ever met such a 
leery cove in all my puffl” he said. “You never saw me lift 
that lobbl” 

“I warned you that I was a shockingly light sleeper,” said 
Sir Richard. 

“Bubbled by a gudgeonl” said Jimmy disgustedly, 
handing over the booty. “Here you are: there’s no need 
for you to go calling in any barman, eh?” 

“None at all,” replied Sir Richard. 

“Damme, you’re a blood after my own fancy, guv’norl 
No hard feeling?” 

“Not the least in the world.” 
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‘T wish I knew what your Jay might Jje,” Jimmy said 
wistfully, and departed, shaking his head over the problem. 

Downstairs he found Pen Creed, who had also awakened 
early. She bade him a cheerful good-morning, and said that 
she had been out, and was of the opinion that it was going 
to be a hot day. When he asked her if she and her uncle 
meant to board the next stage-coach to Bristol, she replied 
prudently that her uncle had not yet told her what they were 
going to do. 

“You are bound for Bristol, ain’t you?” enquired Jimmy. 

“Oh yesl” said Pen, with a beautiful disregard for the 
truth. 

They were standing in the taproom, which, at that hour 
of the morning, was empty, and just as Pen was beginning 
to say that she wanted her breakfast, the landlady came 
through the door leading from the kitchen, and asked them 
if they had heard the news. 

“What news?” Pen asked uneasily. 

“Why, everyone’s in quite a pucker up at Wroxhall, us 
being quiet folk, and not used to town-ways. But there’s my 
boy Jim come in saying there’s one of they Bow Street 
Runners come down by the Mail. What he may want, 
surely to goodness there’s none of us knowsl They do say 
as how he stopped oflF at Caine, and come on easy-like to 
Wroxliall. And there he be, poking his nose into respectable 
houses, and asking all manner of questionsl Well, what I 
say is, we*ve nothing to hide, and he may come here if he 
pleases, but he will learn nothing,” 

“Is he coming here?” asked Pen, in a faint voice. 

“Going to all the inns hereabout, by what they tell me,” 
responded the landlady. “Jem took the notion into his head 
it’s all along of the stage-coach which you and your good 
uncle was on, sir, for seemingly he’s beeif asking a mort 
of questions about the passengers. Our Sam looks to see 
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him here inside of half an hour. ‘Well/ I says, ‘let him 
come, for I’m an honest woman, and there’s never been a 
word said against the house, not to my knowledge!’ Yout 
break fa'.i- will be on the table in ten minutes, sir.” 

She bustled into the parlour, leaving Pen rather pale, and 
Jimmy Yarde suddenly thoughtful. “Runners, eh?” said 
that worthy, stroking his chin. “There now!” 

“I have never seen one,” said Pen, with a creditable show 
of nonchalance. “It will be most interesting. I wonder what 
he can want?” 

“There’s no telling,” replied Jimmy, his lashless eyes 
dwelling upon her in a considering stare. “No telling at 
all. Seems to me, though, he won’t be wanting a flash young 
chub like you.” 

“Why, of course not!” replied Pen, forcing a laugh. 

“That’s what I thought,” said Jimmy, transferring 
his gaze to the long coat which had been flung across 
one of the tables. “Mi^^ht that be your toge, young 
shaver?” 

“Yes, but I didn’t need it after all. It is much warmer 
outside than I thought it would be.” 

He picked it up, shook out its folds, and gave it to her. 
“Don’t you go leaving things about in common taprooms!” 
he said austerely. “There’s plenty of files — ah, even in these 
quiet parts! — would be glad to get their dabblers on to a 
good toge like that.” 

“Oh yes! Thank you! I’ll take it upstairsl” said Pen, 
glad of an opportunity to escape. 

“You couldn’t do better,” approved Jimmy. ‘ “Then 
we’ll have a bit of food, and though I don’t hold with 
harmen in general — which is to say, with Law officers, 
young shaver — ^why, I’m a peaceable man, and if any such 
be wishful to seaoch me, they’re welcome.” 

He strolled into the parlour, with the air of one whose 
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conscience is clean, and Pen hurried ofF upstairs, to tap 
urgently on Sit Richard’s door. 

His voice called to her to come in, and she entered to find 
him putting the finishing touches to his cravat. He met her 
eyes in the mirror, and said: “Well, brat.?” 

“Sir, we must leave this place instantlyl” said Pen 
impetuously. “We ate in the greatest danger!” 

“Why? Has your aunt arrived?” asked Sir Richard, 
preserving his calm. 

“Worse!” Pen declared. “A Bow Street Runner!” 

“Ah, I thought you were a house-breaker in the first 
place!” said Sir Richard, shaking his head. 

“I am not a house-breaker! You know I am not!” 

“If the Runners are after you, it is ob’dous to me that 
you are a desperate character,” he replied, slipping his 
snuff-box into his pocket. “Let us go downstairs, and have 
some breakfast.” 

“Please, dear sir, be serious! I am sure that my Aunt must 
have set the Runner on to me!” 

“My dear child, if there is any one thing more certain 
than another it is that Bow Street has never heard of your 
existence. Don’t be silly!” 

“Oh!” She heaved a sigh of relief. “I do trust you are 
right, but it is just the sort of thing Aunt Almeria would do!” 

“You ate the best judge of that, no doubt, but you may 
take it from me that it is not in the least the sort of thing a 
Bow Street Runner would do. You will probably find that 
the man he wants is our friend Mr. Yarde.” 

“Yes, at first I thought that too, but he says the Runner 
is welcome to search him if he wants to.” 

“Then it is safe to assume that Mr. Yarde has disposed of 
whatever booty it was he ran off with. Breakfast!” 

In considerable trepidation. Pen followed him down to 
the parlour. They found Jimmy Yarde discussing a plate 
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of cold beef. He greeted Sir Richard with a grin and a wink, 
obviously quite unabashed by his previous encounter with 
him that morning, to which he referred in the frankest 
terms. “When I meet up with a leery cove, I don’t beat 
malice,” he announced, raising a tankard of ale. “So here’s 
your wery good health, guv’nor, and no hard feelingsl” 

Sir Richard seemed to be rather boied, and merely nodded. 
Jimmy Yarde fixed him with a twinkling eye, and said: “And 
no splitting to any harman about poor old Jimmy boning 
your lobb, because he never did, and you know well it’s in 
your pocket at this wery moment. What’s more,” he added 
handsomely, “I wouldn’t fork you now I has your measure, 
guv’nor, not for fifty Yellow Boysl” 

“I’m glad of that,” said Sir Ri< hard. 

“No splitting?” Jimmy said, his head on one side. 

“Not if I am allowed to eat my breakfast in peace,” 
replied Sir Richard wearily. 

“All’s bowman then'” said Jimmy, “and not another 
word will you hear from me, guv’nor, till we gets to Bristol. 
Damme if I don’t ride outside the rattler, just to oblige 
youl” 

Sir Richard looked meditatively at him, but said nothing. 
Pen sat down facing the window, and watched the road for 
signs of a Bow Street Runner. 

Contrary to the landlady’s expectations, the Runner 
did not reach the inn until some little time after the breakfast 
covers had been removed, and Jimmy Yarde had strolled out 
to lounge at his ease on a bench set against the wall of the 
hostelry. 

The Runner entered the inn by way of the yard at the 
back of it, and the first person he encountered was Sir 
Richard, who was engaged in settling his account with the 
landlord. Miss Creed, at his elbow, drew his attention to 
the Runner’s arrival by urgently twitching his coat sleeve. 
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He looked up, with raised brows, saw the newcomer, and 
lifted his quizzing-glass. 

“Beg your pardon, sir,” said the Runner, touching his 
hat. “Me not meaning to intrude, but being wishful to 
speak with the landlord.” 

“Certainly,” said Sit Richard, his brows still expressive 
of languid surprise. 

“At your convenience, sir: no hurry, sirl” said the 
Runner, retreating to a discreet distance. 

The sigh which escaped Miss Creed was one of such 
profound relief that it was plain her alarms had not until 
that moment been allayed. Sir Richard finished paying his 
shot, and with a brief: “Come, Pen!” tossed over his 
shoulder, left the taproom. 

“He didn’t come to find mel” breathed Pen. 

“Of course he didn’t.” 

“I couldn’t help being a little alarmed. What shall we 
do now, sir?” 

“Shake off your very undesirable travelling-acquaintance,** 
he replied briefly. 

She gave a gurgle. “Yes, but how? I have such a fear that 
he means to go with us to Bristol.” 

“But we are not going to Bristol. WTiilc he is being 
interrogated by that Runner, we, my child, are going to 
walk quietly out by the back door, and proceed by ways, 
which J trust will not prove as devious as the tapster’s 
description of them, to Colerne. There we shall endeavour 
to hire a vehicle to carry' us to Queen Charlton.” 

“Oh, famousl” cried Pen. “Let us go at oncel” 

Five minutes later they left the inn unobtrusively, by way 
of the y^d, found themselves in a hay field, and skirted it 
to a gate leading into a ragged spinney. 

The village of Colerne was rather less than three miles 
distant, but long before they had reached it Sir Richard 
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was tired of his portmanteau. “Pen Creed, you are a 
pestilent child!” he told her. 

“Why, what have I done?” she asked, with one of her 
wide, enquiring looks. 

“You have hailed me from my comfortable house ” 

“I didn’tl It was you who would cornel” 

“I was drunk.” 

“Well, that was not my fault,” she pointed out. 

“Don’t interrupt mel You have made me travel for miles 
in a conveyance smelling strongly of dirt and onions ” 

“That was the fat woman’s husband,” interpolated Pen. 
“I noticed it myself.” 

“No one could have failed to notice it. And I am not 
partial to onions. You drew a portrait of me which led 
everyone in the coach to regard me in the light of an 
oppressor of innocent youth ” 

“Not the thin, disagreeable man. He wanted me to be 
oppressed.” 

“He was a person of great discrimination. Not content 
with that, you pitchforked me into what threatens to be a 
life-friendship with a pickpocket, to escape from whose 
advances I am obliged to tramp five miles, carrying a 
portmanteau which is much heavier than I had supposed 
pqssible. It only remains for me to become embroiled in an 
action for kidnapping, which I feel reasonably assured your 
aunt will bring against me.” 

“Yes, and now I come to think of it, I remember that you 
said you were going to be married,” said Pen, quite ’un- 
impressed by these strictutes. “Will she be very angry with 
you?” * 

“I hope she will be so very angry that she will wish never 
to see my face again,” said Sir Richard calmly. “In fact, 
brat, that reflection so far outweighs all other considerations 
that I forgive you the rest.” 



84 the CORINTHIAN 

“I think you are a very odd sort of person,” said Pen. 
“Why did you ask her to marry you, if you did not wish to?” 

“I didn’t. During the past two days that is the only folly I 
have not committed.” 

“Well, why did you mean to ask her, then?” 

“Ybw should know.” 

“But you are a mani No one could make you do anything 
you did not choose to dol” 

“They came mighty near it. If you had not dropped out 
of the window into my arms, I have little doubt that I should 
at this moment be receiving the congratulations of my 
acquaintance.” 

“Well, I must say I do not think you are at all just to me, 
then, to call me a pestilent child! I saved you — though, 
indeed, I didn’t know it — from a horrid fate.” 

“True. But need I have been saved in a noisome stage- 
coach?” 

“That was part of the adventure. Besides, I explained to 
you at the outset why I was travelling on the stage. You 
must own that we are having a very exciting time! And, 
what is more, you have had more adventure than I, for you 
actually shared a room with a real thief!” 

“So I did,” said Sir Richard, apparently much struck by 
this circumstance. 

“And I can plainly see a cottage ahead of us, so I expect 
we have reached Colerne,” she said triumphantly. 

In a few moments, she was found to have been right. 
They walked into the village, and fetched up at the best- 
looking inn. 

“Now, what particular lie shall we tell here?” asked Sir 
Richar^p 

“A wheel came off our post-chaise,” replied Pen promptly. 

“Are you never at a loss?” he enquired, regarding her in 
some amusement. 
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“Well, to tell you the truth I haven’t had very much 
experience,” she confided. 

“Believe me, no one would suspect that.” 

“No, I must say I think I was quite born to be a vaga- 
bond,” she said seriously. 

The story of the faulty wheel was accepted by the land- 
lord of the Green Man without question.* If he thought it 
strange that the travellers should have left the main highway 
to brave the perils of rou^h country lanes, his mild surprise 
was soon dissipated by tlie announcement that they were on 
their way to Queen Charlton, and had attempted to find a 
shorter road. He said that they would have done better to 
have followed the Bristol road to Cold Ashton, but that 
perhaps they were strangers in these parts? 

“Precisely,” said Sir Richard. “But we are going to visit 
friends at Queen Charlton, and we wish to hire some sort of 
a vehicle to carry us there.” 

The smile faded from li e landlord’s face when he heard 
this, and he shook his head. There were no vehicles for hire 
at Colerne. There was, in fact, only one suitable carriage, 
and that his own gig. “Which I’d be pleased to let out to 
your honour if I had but a man to send with it. But the lads 
is all out haymaking, and I can’t go myself. Maybe the 
blacksmith could see what’s to be done to patch up your 
chaise, sir?” 

“Quite uselessl” said Sir Richard- truthfully. “The wheel 
is past repairing. Moreover, I instructed my postilion lo 
ride back to Wroxhall. What will you take for lending your 
gig to me without a man to go with it?” 

“Well, sir, it ain’t that so much, but how will I get it 
back?” ^ 

“Oh, one of Sir Jasper’s grooms will drive it backl” said 
Pen. “You need have no fear on that scorel” 

“Would that be Sir Jasper Luttrell, sir?” 
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“Yes, indeed, we are going on a visit to him/* 

The landlord was plainly shaken. Sir Jasper was ap- 
parently well-known to him; on the other hand Sir Richard 
was not. He cast him a doubtful, sidelong look, and slowly 
shook his head. 

“Well, if you won’t let out your gig on hire, I suppose I 
shall have to buy it,” said Sir Richard. 

“Buy my gig, sir?” gasped the landlord, staggered. 

“And the horse too, of course,” adiled Sir Ricliard, 
pulling out his purse. 

The landlord blinked at him. “Well, I’m sure, sir! If 
that’s the way it is, 1 don’t know but what I could let you 
drive the gig over yourself — seeing as how you’re a friend 
of Sir Jasper. Come to think of it, I won’t be needing it for a 
couple of days. Only you’ll have to rest the old horse afore 
you send him back, mind!” 

Sir Richard raised no objection to this, and after coming 
to terms with an ease which led to the landlord’s expressing 
the wish that there were more gentlemen like Sir Richard to 
be met with, the travellers had only to wait until the cob had 
been harnessed to the gig, and led round to the front of the 
inn. 

The gig was neither smart n^r well-sprung, and the cob’s 
gait was more sure than swift, but Pen was delighted with 
the whole equipage. She sat perched up beside Sir Richard, 
enjoying the hot sunshine, and pointing out to him the 
manifold superiorities of the Somerset countryside over any 
other county. 

They did not reach Queen Charlton until dusk, since the 
way to it was circuitous, and often very rough. When they 
came wjthin sight of the village. Sir Richard said: “Well, 
brat, what now? Am I to drive you to Sir Jasper Luttrell’s 
house?” 

Pen, who had become rather silent during the last five 
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miles of theit drive, said with a little gasp: “I have been 
thinking that perhaps it would be better if I sent a message 
in the morningl It is not Piers, you know, but, though I did 
not think of her at the time, it — it has occurred to me that 
perhaps Lady Luttfell may not perfectly understand . . 

Her voice died away unhappily. She was revived by Sir 
Richard’s saying in matter-of-facf tones: “A very good 
notion. We will drive to an inn.” 

“The George was always accounted the best,” offered 
Pen. “I have never actually been inside it, but my father was 
used to say its cellars were excellent.” 

The George was discovered to be an ancient half- 
timbered hostelry with beamed ceilings, and wainscoted 
parlours. It was a rambling house, with a large yard, and 
many chintz-hung bedrooms. There was no difficulty in 
procuring a private parlour, and by the time Pen had washed 
the dust of the roads from her face, and unpacked the cloak- 
bag, her spirits, which 1 .d sunk unaccountably, had begun 
to lift again. Dinner was served in the parlour, and neither 
the landlord nor his wife seemed to recognize in the golden- 
haired stnphng the late Mr. Creed’s tomboyish little girl. 

“If only my aunt does not discover me before I have 
found Piv,rsl” Pen said, helping herself to some more 
raspberries. 

“We will circumvent her. But touching this question of 
Piers, do you — er — suppose that he will be able to extricate 
you from your present difficulties?” 

“Well, he will have to, if I marry him, won’t he?” 

“Undoubtedly. But — you must not think me an 
incorrigible wet blanket — it is not precisely easy to be 
married at a moment’s notice.” 

“Isn’t it? I didn’t know,” said Pen innocently. “Oh 
well, I dare say we shall fly to Gretna Green then] We used 
to think that would be a splendid adventure.” 
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if I were to be beholden for mot.ey to a stranger.** 

“True. I had not thought of that.” 

She looked up with her sudden bright look of enquiry. 
“You ate laughing at me againl” 

He showed her a perfeedy grave countenance. “Laugh- 
ing? I?” 

“I know very well you are. You may make your mouth 
prim, but I have noticed several dmes that you laugh with 
your eyes.” 

“Do I? I beg your pardonl” 

“Well, you need not, for I hke it. I would not have come 
all this way with you if you had not had such smihng eyes. 
Isn’t it odd how one knows if one can trust a person, even if 
he is drunk?” 

“Very odd,” he said. 

She was hunting fruitlessly through her pockets. “Where 
can I have put my purse? Oh, I think I must have put it in 
my overcoat!” 

She had flung this garment down on a chair, upon first 
entering the parlour, and stepped across the room to feel in 
the capacious pockets. 

“Arc you seriously proposing to coimt a few miserable 
shillings into my hand?” 

“Yes, indeed I am. Oh, heie it is!” She pulled out a 
leather purse with a ring round its neck, from one pocket, 
stared at it, and exclaimed: “This is not my purse!” 

Sir Richard looked at it through his glass. “Isn’t it? It is 
certainly not mine, 1 assure you.” 

“It is very heavy. I wonder how it can have come into 
my pocket? Shall I open it?” 

“By all means. Are you quite sure it is not your own?” 

“Oh yes, quitel” She moved to the table, tugging at the 
ring. It was a little hard to pull off, but she managed it 
after one or two tugs, and shook out into the palm of her 
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hand a diamond necklace that winked and glittered in the 
light of the candles. 

“Richard!” gasped Miss Creed, startled into forgetting the ' 
proprieties again. “Oh, I beg your pardonl But lookl” 

“I am looking, and you have no need to beg my pardon. 

I have been calling you Pen these two days.” 

“Oh, that is another matter, because you are so much 
olderl” 

He looked at her somewhat enigmatically. “Am I? Well, 
never mind. Do I understand that this gaud does not 
belong to you?” 

“Good gracious, no! I never saw it before in my lifel” 
“Oh!” said Sir Richard. “Well, it is always agreeable to 
have problems solved. Now we know why your friend Mr. 
Yarde had no fear of the Bow Street Runner.” 



CHAPTER VI 


P EN let the necklace slip through her fingers on to the 
table. “You mean that he stole it, and then — and then 
put it in my pocket? But, sir, this is terriblel Why — 
why, that Runner will next come after usl” 

T think it more likely that Mr. Yarde will come after 
us,” 

“Good GodI” Pen said, quite pale with dismay. “What 
are we to do?” 

He smiled rather maliciously. “Didn’t you desire to meet 
with a real adventure?” 

“Yes, but Oh, do not be absurd and teasing, I beg of 

youl What shall we do with the necklace? Couldn’t we 
throw it away somewhere, or hide it in a ditch?” 

“We could, of course, but it would surely be a trifle 
unfair to the owner?” 

“I don’t care about that,” confessed Pen. “It would be 
dreadful to be arrested for thieving, and I know we shall 
bel” 

“Oh, I trust notl” Sir Richard said. He straightened the 
necklace, where it lay on the table, and looked down at it 
with a slight frown creasing his brow. “Yes,” he said 
meditatively. “I have seen you before. Now, whert have I 
seen you before?” 

“Do please put it away!” begged Pen. “Only think if a 
servant were to come into the rooml” 

He picked it up, “My lamentable memoryl alas, my 
lamentable memoryl Where, oh, where have I seen you?” 

“Dear sir, if Jimmy Yarde finds us, he will very likely cut 
our throats to get the necklace backl” 
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**On the contrary, I have his word for it that he is opposed 
to all forms of violence.” 

“But when he does not discover it in my pocket, where he 
placed it — and now I come to think of it, he actually had my 
coat in his hands — ^he must guess that we have discovered 
itl” 

“Very likely he will, but I cannot see what profit there 
would be in his cutting our throats.” Sir Richard restored 
the necklace to its leather purse, and dropped it into his 
pocket. “We have now nothing to do but to await the 
arrival of Jimmy Yarde. Perhaps — ^who knows? — we may 
induce him to divulge the ownership of the necklace. 
Meanwhile, this parlour is very stuffy, and the night re- 
markably fine. Do you care to stroll out with me to admire 
the stars, brat?” 

“I suppose,” said Pen defiantly, "that you think I am very 
poor-spirited!” 

“Very,” agreed Sir Ric‘'ard, his eyes glinting under their 
heavy lids. 

“I am not afraid of anything,” Pen announced. “Merely, 
lim shocked!" 

“A waste of time, believe me. Are you coming?” 

“Yes, but it seems to me as though you have put a live 
coal in your pocket! What if some dishonest person were to 
steal it from you?” 

“Then we shall be freed from all responsibility. Come 
along!” 

She followed him out into the warm night. He appeared 
to have banished all thought of the necklace from his mind. 
He pointed various constellations out to her, and, drawing 
her hand through his arm, strolled with her down the 
street, past the last straggling cottages, into a lane redolent 
of meadowsweet. 

“I suppose I was poor-spirited",” Pen confided presently. 
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“Shall you feel obliged to denounce poor Jimmy Yarde to 
the Runner?” 

“I hope,” said Sir Richard dryly, “that Mr. Piers Luttrell 
is a gentleman of resolute cliaracter.” 

“Why?” 

“That he may be able to curb your somewhat reckless 
friendliness.” 

“Well, I haven’t seen him for five years, but it was always 
I who thought of things to do.” 

“That is what I feared. Where does he live?” 

“Oh, about two miles farther down this roadl My home 
is on the other side of the village. Should you like to see 
it?” 

“Immensely, but not at the moment. We will now retrace 
our steps, for it is time that you were in bed.” 

“I shan’t sleep a wink.” 

“I trust that you are mistaken, my good child — in fact, I 
am reasonably certain that you are.” 

“And to add to everything,” said Pen, unheeding, “Piers 
has got a horrid man staying with him! I don’t know what 
is to be done.” 

“In the morning,” said Sir Richard soothingly, “we will 
attend to all these difficulties.” 

“In the morning, very likely. Aunt Almeria will have 
discovered me.” 

On this gloomy reflection, they retraced their steps to the 
inn. Its unshuttered windows cast golden gleams out into 
the quiet street, several of them standing open to let in the 
cool night air. Just as they were about to pass one of them 
on their way to the inn door, a voice spoke inside the room, 
and to her astonishment, Sir Richard suddenly gripped Pen’s 
arm, and brought her to a dead halt. She started to enquire 
the reason for this sudden stop, but his hand across her 
mouth choked back the words. 
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The voice from within the house said with a slight 
stammer: “You c-can’t come up to C-Crome Hall, I tell you! 
It’s b-bad enough as it is. G-Good God, man, if anyone 
were to see me sneaking off to meet you here they’d 
p-precious soon smell a rat!’’ 

A more robust voice answered: “Maybe I’ve been 
smelling rats myself, my young buck. Who was it foisted a 
partner on to me, eh? Were the pair of ye meaning to cheat 
Horace Trimble? Were ye, my bonny boy?*’ 

“You fool, you let yourself be b-bubblcdl” the stammerer 
said furiously. “Then you c-come here — enough to ruin 
everything! I tell you I d-daren*t stay! And don’t come up 
to C-Crome Hall again, damn you! I’ll m-mect you to- 
morrow, in the spinney down the road. ’Sblood, he can’t 
have g-gone far! Why don’t you go to B-Bristol if he didn’t 
b-break back to London? Instead of c-coming here to insult 
me!” 

“I insult you! By the powers, that’s rich!” A full- 
throated laugh followed me words, and the sound of a chair 
being dashed back on a wooden floor. 

“Damn your impudence! You’ve b-bungled everything, 
and now you c-come blustering to me' You were to arrange 
everything! / was to 1-Ieave all to you! Finely you’ve 
arranged it! And n-now you expect m-me to set all to 
rights!’’ 

“Softly, my buck! softly! You’re crowing mighty loud, 
but I did my part of the business all right and tight. It was 
the man you were so set on that bubbled me, and that makes 
me think, d’ye hear? It makes me think mighty hard. 
Maybe you’d better think too — and if you’ve a notion in 
your head that Horace Trimble’s a green ’un, get rid of it! 
See?’’ 

“Hush, for G-God’s sake! You d-don’t know who 
may be listening! I’ll m-meet you to-morrow, at eleven, if I 
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c-can shake off y-young Luttrcll. We must think what’s to 
be done!” 

A door opened and was hastily shut again. Sir Richard 
pulled Pen back into the shadows beyond the window, and, 
a moment later, a slight, cloaked figure came out of the inn, 
and strode swiftly away into the darkness. 

The warning pressure on Pen’s arm held her silent, 
although she was by this time agog with excitement. Sir 
Richard waited until the dwindling sound of footsteps had 
died in the distance, and then strolled on with Pen’s hand 
still tucked in his arm, past the open window to the inn- 
door. Not until they stood in their own parlour again did 
Pen allow herself to speak, but as soon as the door was shut 
behind them, she exclaimed: “What did it mean? He spoke 
of ‘Young Luttreir — did you hear him? It must be the man 
who is staying with him! But who was the other man, and 
what were they talking about?” 

Sir Richard did not appear to be attending very closely. 
He was standing by the table, a frown between his eyes, and 
his mouth rather grim. Suddenly his gaze shifted to Pen’s 
fece, but what he said seemed to her incomprehensible. 
“Of course!” he muttered softly. “So that was it!” 

“Oh, do tell me!” begged Pen. **What was it, and why 
did you stop when you heard the stammering-man speak? 
Do you — is it possible that you know him?” 

“Very weil indeed,” replied Sir Richard. 

“Good heavens! And it is he who is visiting Piers! Dear 
sir, does it seem to you that everything is becoming a trifle 
awkward?” 

“Extremely so,” said Sir Richard. 

“Well, that is what I thought,” said Pen. “First we are 
saddled with a stolen necklace, and now we discover that a 
friend of yours is staying with Piers!” 

“Oh no, we do not!” said Sir Richard. “That young 
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gentleman is no friend of mine! Nor, I fancy, is his 
presence in this neighbourhood unconnected with that neck- 
lace. If I do not mistake. Pen, wc have become enmeshed 
in a plot from which it will take all my ingenuity to extricate 
us.” 

“I have ingenuity too,” said Miss Creed, affronted. 

“Not a scrap,” responded Sir Richard calmly. 

She swallowed this, saying in a small voice: “Very well, 
if I haven’t, I haven’t, but I wish you will explain.” 

“I feel sure you do,” said Sir Richard: “But the truth is 
that I cannot. Not only docs it appear to me to be a matter 
of uncommon delicacy, but it is also for the moment — a 
little obscure.” 

She sighed. “It does not seem fair, because it was I who 
found the necklace, after all! Who is the stammering-man? 
You may just as well tell me that, because Picrs_ wiU, you 
know.” 

“Certainly. The st?nunering-man is the Honourable 
Beverley Brandon.” 

“Oh! I don’t know him,” said Pen, rather disappointed. 

“You are to be congratulated.” 

“Is he an enemy of yours?” 

“An enemy! No!” 

“Well, you seem to dislike him very cordially.” 

“Tliat does not make him my enemy. To be exact, he is 
the younger brother of the lady to whom I was to have been 
betrothed.” 

Pen looked aghast. “Good God, sir, can he have come in 
search of you?” 

“No, nothing of that kind. Indeed, Pen, I can’t tell you 
more, for the test is conjecture.” - lie met her disappointed 
look, and smiled down at her, gently pinching her chin. 
“Poor Pen! Forgive me!” 

A little colour stole up to the^ roots of her hair. “I do not 
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mean to tease you. I expect you will tell me all about it 
when — ^when it isn’t conjecture.’ 

*T expect I shall,” he agreed. “But that will not be to- 
night, so be off with you to bed, child!” 

She went, but was back again a few minutes later, round- 
eyed and breathless. “Richardl He has found us! I have 
seen him! I am certain it was he!” 

“Who?” he asked. 

“Jimmy Yarde, of course! It was so hot in my room that 
I drew back the curtains to open the wmdow, and the 
moon was so bright that I stood looking out for a minute. 
And there he was, directly below me! I could not mistake. 
And the worst is that I fear he saw me, for he drew back at 
once into the shadow of the house!” 

“Did he indeed?” There was a gleam in Sir Richard’s 
eye. “Well, he is here sooner than I expected. A resourceful 
gentleman, Mr. Jimmy Yarde!” 

“But what are we going to do? I am not in the least, 
afraid, but I should like to be told what you wish me to 
do!” 

“That is very easily done. I wish you to exchange bed- 
chambers with me. Show yourself again at the window of 
your own room, if you like, but on no account pull back the 
blinds in mine. I have a very earnest desire to meet Mr. 
Jimmy Yarde.” 

Her dimples peeped. “I see! like the fairy-story! ‘Oh, 
Grandma, what big teeth you have!’ What an adventuie 
we are having! But you will take cate, won’t you, 
sir?” 

“I will.” 

“And you will tell me all about it afterwards?” 

“Perhaps.” 

“If you don’t,” said Pen, with deep feeling, “it will be the 
most unjust thing imaginable!” 
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He laughed, and, seeing that there was no more to be got 
out of him, she went away again. 

An hour later, the candlelight vanished from the upper 
room with the open casements and the undrawn blinds, but 
it was two hours before Mr. Yarde’s head appeared above 
the window-sill, and not a light shone in the village. 

The moon, sailing across a sky of deepest sapphire, cast a 
bar of silver across the floor of the chamber, but left the 
four-poster bed in shadow. The ascent, by way of the 
porch-roof, a stout drain-pipe, and a gnarled branch of 
wistaria, had been easy, but Mr. Yarde paused before 
swinging a leg over the sill. His eye, trying to penetrate the 
darkness, encountered a drab driving-coat, hanging over 
the back of a chair placed full in the shaft of moonlight. He 
knew that coat, and a tiny sigh escaped him. He hoisted 
himself up, and noiselessly slid into the room. He had left 
his shoes below, and his stockinged-feet made no sound on 
the floor, as he '^rept ac. ss it. 

But there was no heavy leather sack-purse in the pocket of 
the driving-coat. 

He was disappointed, but he had been prepared for 
disappointment. He stole out of the moonlight to the 
bedside, listening to the sound of quiet breathing. No 
tremor disturbed its regularity, and after listening to it for a 
few minutes, he bent, and began cautiour ly to slide his hand 
under the dimly-seen pillow. The other, his right, grasped 
a muffler, which could be readily clapped over a mouth 
opened to utter a startled cry. 

The cry, hardly more than a croak, strangled at birth, was 
surprised out of himself, however, for, just as his sensitive 
fingers felt the object for which they were seeking, two iron 
hands seized him by the throat, and choked him. 

He tore quite unavailingly at the hold, realizing through 
the drumming in his ears, the bursting of his veins, and the 
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pain In his temples, that he had made a mistake, that the 
hands crushing the breath out of him certainly did not 
belong to any stripling. 

Just as he seemed to himself to be losing possession of his 
senses, the grip slackened, and a voice he was learning to 
hate, said softly: “Your error, Mr. Yarde!” 

He felt himself shaken and suddenly released, and, being 
quite powerless to help himself, fell to the floor and stayed 
there, making odd crowing noises as he got his wind back. 
By the time he had recovered sufficiently to struggle on to 
one elbow. Sir Richard had cast off the coverlet, and sprung 
out oi bed. He was dressed in his shirt and breeches, as 
Mr. Yarde’s suffused eyes saw, as soon as Sir Richard had 
relit the candle by his bed. 

Sir Richard laid aside the tinder-box, and glanced down 
at Mr. Yardc. Jimmy’s vision was clearing; he was able to 
see that Sir Richard’s lips had curled into a somewhat 
contemptuous smile. He began gingerly to massage his 
throat, which felt badly bruised, and waited for Sir Richard 
to speak. 

“I warned you that I was a shockingly light sleeper,” Sir 
Richard said. 

Jimmy cast him a malevolent look, but made no answer. 

“Get up!” Sir Richard said. “You may sit on that ( hair, 
Mr. Yarde, for we are going to enjoy a heart-to-heart talk.” 

Jimmy picked himself up. A glance in the direction of ihe 
window was enough to convince him that he would be 
intercepted before he could reach it. He sat down and drew 
the back of his hand across liis brow. 

“Don’t let us misunderstand one anotherl” Sir Richard 
said. “You came to find a certain diamond necklace, which 
you hid in my nephew’s coat tlois morning. There are just 
three things I can do with you. I can deliver you up to the 
Uw.” 
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**You can’t prove I come to fork the necklace, guv’nor,” 
Jimmy muttered. 

“You think not? We may yet see. Failing the Bow Street 
Runner — but I feel he would be happy to take you into 
custody — I fancy a gentleman of the name of Trimble — ah, 
Horace Trimble, if my memory servesl — would be even 
happier to relieve me of you.” 

The mention of this name brought an expression of great 
uneasiness into Jimmy’s sharp countenance “I don’t know 
himl Never heard of any such cove!” * 

“Oh yes, 1 think you have!” said Sir Richard. 

“I ain’t done you any harm, guv’nor, nor intended any! 
I’ll cap downright ” 

“You needn’t: I believe you.” 

Jimmy’s spirits began to lift. “Dang me if I didn’t say 
you was a leery covel You wouldn’t be hard on a cull!” 

“That depends on th'' — er — cull. Which brings me, Mr. 
Yarde, to the third coarse I might — I say, might, Mr. 
Yarde — pursue. I can let you go.” 

Jimmy gasped, swallowed, and muttered hoarsely: 
“Spoke like the gentiy-cove you are, guv’nor!” 

“Tell me what I want to know, and I «'ill let you go,” said 
Sir Richard. 

A wary look came into Jimmy’« eyes. “Spih, eh? Lord 
bless you, there ain’t anything to t»,I’ voui” 

“It will perhaps make it easier . ' oa if I inform you that 

I am already aware that you have been woridng in — 
somewhat uneasy partnership —with Mr. Horace Trimble.” 

“Cap’n Trimble,” corrected Jimmy. 

“I should doubt it. He, I take it, is the — er — flash cull— 
whom you referred to last night.” 

“I don’t deny it.” 

“Furthermore,” said Sir Richard, “the pair of you 
were working for a young gentleman with a pronounced 
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stammer. Ah, for a Mr. Brandon, to be precise.** 

Jimmy had changed colour. “Stow your whids and plant 
’em!” he growled. “You’re too leery for me, see? Damme 
if I know what your lay is!” 

“That need not concern you. Think it over, Mr. Yardel 
Will you be handed over to Captain Trimble, or do you 
choose to go as you came, through that window?” 

Jimmy sat for a moment, still gently rubbing his throat, 
and looking sideways at Sir Richard. “Damn all flash culls!” 
he said at last. “I’ll whiddle the whole scrap. I ain’t a bridle- 
cull, see? What calls the High Toby. That ain’t my lay; 
I’m a rum diver. Maybe I’ve touched the rattler now and 
then, hut I never went on the bridle-lay, not till a certain 
gentry-cove, which we knows of, tempted me. And I wish 
I hadn’t, see? Five hundred Yellow Boys I was promised, 
but not a grig will I get! He’s a rare gager, that gentry- 
cove! Dang me if I ever works with such again! He’s a bad 
’un, guv’nor, you can lay your last megg on that!” 

“I am aware. Goon!” 

“There’s an old gentry-mort going to Bath, see? Lord 
love you, she was his own mother! Now, that’s what I 
don’t hold with, but it ain’t none of my business. Me and 
Cap’n Trimble holds up the chaise by Caine, or thereabouts. 
The necklace is in a hiding-place behind one of the squabs — 
ah, and rum squabs they was, all made out of red silk!” 

“Mr. Brandon knew of this hiding-place, and told you?” 

“Lord love you, he made naught of that, guv’nor! We 
was to snaffle the necklace, and pike on the bean, see?’* 

“Not entirely.” 

“Lope off as fast w^ could. Now, I don’t hold with 
violence, any gait, nor that stammering young chub neither. 
But Cap’n Trimble looses off his pops, and one of the out- 
riders gets it in the wing. While the Cap’n’s a-covering the 
coves with his pops, I dubs the jigger — opens the door — 
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and finds a couple of gentry-morts, hollering fit to rouse the 
countryside. 1 don’t take nothing but the necklace, see? 
I’m a peevy cove, and this ain’t my lay. I don’t like it. We 
pikes, and Cap’n Trimble he pushes his pop into my belly, 
and says to hand over the necklace. Well, I does so. I’m a 
peevy cove. I don’t hold with violence. Now, the lay is that 
we take them sparklers to that flash young boman prig, 
which is taking cover down here, with a regular green ’un, 
which he gets to know at Oxford. All’s Bob, theni But I’m 
leery, see? Seems to me I’m working with a flash file, and 
if he makes off with the sparklers, which 1 suspicion he will, 
my young chub don’t tip me my earnest. I forks the cove. 
Bristol’s the place for me, I thinks, and I gets on to the werry 
same rattler which you and your newy’s a-riding in. When 
that harman from Bow Street comes along, I thinks there’s a 
fastner out for me, and I tips the cole to Adam Tiler, as you 
might say.” 

“You placed the neckiace in my nephew’s pocket?” 

“That’s it, guv’nor. No harman won’t suspicion 
a young shaver hke him, I thinks. But you and he 
lopes off unbeknownst, and T come’ to this place. Oh, 
I knew you was a peevy cull I So I touts the case, 
see?” 

“No.” 

“Runs my winkers over the house,’’ said Jimmy im- 
patiently. “I see your young shave*" ' this werry window — 
I should have remembered that you was a peevy cove, 
guv’nor.” 

“You should indeed. However, you have told me what I 
wish to know, and you are now at.hberty to — <*r — pike on 
the bean.” 

“Spoke like the gentry-cove you arel” said Jimmy 
hoarsely. ‘T’moffl And no hard^feelingsl” 

It did not take him long to climb out of the window. 
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He waved his hand with cheerful impudence, and dis- 
appeared from Sir Richard’s sight. 

Sir Richard undressed, and went to bed. 

The boots, who brought up his blue coat in the morning, 
and his top-boots, was a little surprised to find that he had 
exchanged bedchambers with his supposed nephew, but 
accepted his explanation that he disliked his original apart- 
ment with only an inward shrug, llie Quahty, he knew, 
were full.of whims and oddities. 

Sir Richard looked through his glass at his coat, which he^ 
had sent downstairs to be pressed, and said he felt sure the 
unknown presser liad done his best. He next levelled the 
eyeglass at his top-boots, and sighed. But when he was 
asked if there were anything amiss, he said No, nothing: it 
was good for a man to be removed occasionally from 
civilisation. 

The top-boots stood side by side, glossily black and 
without a speck upon them of dust, or mud. Sir Richard 
shook his head sadly, and sighed again. He was missing his 
man, Biddle, in whose ingenious brain lay the secret of 
polishing boots so that you could see your face reflected in 
them. 

But to anyone unacquainted with the art of Biddle Sit 
Richard’s appearance, when he presently descended the 
stairs, left little to be desired. There were no creases in the 
blue coat, his cravat would have drawn approval from Mr. 
Brummell himself, and his hair was brushed into that state of 
cunning disorder known as the Windswept Style. 

As he rounded the bend in the stair-case, he heard Miss 
Greed exchanging friendly salutations with a stranger. 
The stranger’s voice betrayed his identity to Sir Richard, 
whose eyes managed, for all their sleepiness, to take very 
good stock of Gptam Trimble. 

Sir Richard came down the last flight in a leisurely 
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£uhion, and interrupted Miss Creed’s harmless remarks, by 
saying in his most languid tone; “My good boy, I wish you 
will not converse with strangers. It is a most lamentable 
habit. Rid yourself of it, I beg!” 

Pen looked round in surprise. It occurred to her that she 
had not known that her protector could soimd so haughty, 
or look so — yes, so insufferably proud! 

Captain Trimble turned too. He was a fleshy man, with a 
coarse, florid sort of good-looks, and a rather loud taste in 
dress. He said jovially: “Oh, I don’t mind the lad’s talking 
to me!” 

Sir Richard’s hand sought his qui2zmg-glass, and raised it. 
It was said in baui-ton circles that the two deadliest weapons 
against aU forms of pretension were Mr. Brummell’s lifted 
eyebrow, and Sir Richard Wyndham’s quizzing-glass. 
Captain Trimble, though thick-skinned, was left in no doubt 
of its blighting message. His cheeks grew dark, and his jaw 
began to jut belligcrentl,, 

“And who might you be, my fine buck?” he demanded. 

“I might be a number of different persons,” drawled Sir 
Richard. 

Pen’s eyes were getting rounder and rounder, for it 
appeared to her that this new and haughty Sir Richard was 
deliberately trying to provoke Captain Trimble into 
quarrelling with him. 

For a moment it seemed as the j^^h he would succeed. 
Captain Trimble started forward, vnU his fists clenched, 
and an ugly look on his face. But just as he was about to 
speak, his expression changed, and he stopped in his tracks, 
and ejaculated: “You’re Beau Wyndham! Well, I’ll be 
damned!” 

“The prospect,” said Sit Richard, bored, “leaves me 
unmoved.” 

With the discovery of Sir Richard’s identity, the desire to 
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come to blows with him soemed to have deserted the 
Captain. He gave a somewhat unconvincing laugh, and 
said that there was no offence. 

The quizzing-glass focused upon his waistcoat. A 
shudder visibly shook Sir Richard. “You mistake — believe 
me, you mistake, sir. That waistcoat is an offence in 
itself.” 

“Oh, I know you dandies!” said the Captain waggishly. 
“You’re full of quips. But we shan’t quarrel over a little 
thing like that. Oh, no!” 

The quizzing-glass fell. “I am haunted by waistcoats,” 
Sir Richard complained. “There was something with 
tobine stripes at Reading, horrible to any person of taste. 
There was a mustard-coloured mghtmare at — Wroxham 
was it? No. I fancy, if memory serves me, Wroxham was 
rendered hideous by a catskin disaster with pewter buttons. 
The mustard-coloured mghtmare came later. And now, to 
crown all — ■ — ” 

“Catskin?” interrupted Captain Trimble, his eyes fixed 
intently upon that disdainful countenance. “Catskm, did 
you say?” 

“Pray do not keep on repeating itl” said Sir Richard. 
“The very thought of it ” 

“Look’ee, sir. I’m by way of being interested in a catskin 
waistcoat myself 1 Are you sure it was at Wroxham you saw 
it?” 

“A catskin waistcoat on its way to Bristol,” said Sir 
Richard dreamily. 

“Bristoll Damme, I never thought — I thank you. Sir 
Richardl I thank you very much indeedi” said Captain 
Trimble, and plunged down the passage leading to the 
stable-yard at the back of the inn. 

Sir Richard watched him go, a faint, sweet smile on 
his lips. “There, nowl” he murmured. “An impetuous 
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gentleman, I fear. Let it be a lesson to you, brat, not to 
confide too much in strangers.” 

“I didn’tl” said Pen. ‘T merely ” 

“But he did,” Sir Richard said, “A few chance words 
let fall from my tongue, and our trusting acquaintance is 
already calling for his horse. I want my breakfast.” 

“But why have you sent him to Bristol?” Pen demanded. 

“Well, I wanted to get rid of him,” he replied, strolling 
into the parlour. 

“I thought you were trying to pick a quarrel with him.” 

“I was, but he unfortunately recognized me. A pity. It 
would have given me a good deal of pleasure to have put 
him to sleep. However, I dare say it has all turned out for the 
best. I should have been obliged to have tied him up 
somewhere, which would have been a nuisance, and might 
have led to future complications. I shall be obliged to leave 
you for a short space this morning, by the way.” 

“Do, please, sir, stop oeing provokingl” begged Pen. 
“Did you see Jimmy Yarde last night, and what happened?” 

“Oh yes, 1 saw himl Really, I don’t think anything of 
particular moment happened.” 

“He didn’t try to murder you?” 

“Nothing so exciting. He tried merely to recover the 
diamonds. When he — et — failed to do so, we enjoyed a 
short conversation, after which he left the inn, as un- 
obtrusively as he had entered it.” 

“Through the window, you mean. Well, I am glad you 
let him go, for I could not help liking him. But what are we 
going to do now, if you please?” 

“We are now going to eliminate Beverley,” replied Sir 
Richard, carving the ham. 

“Oh, the stammering-manl How shall we do that? He 
sounded very disagreeable, but I don’t think we should 
eliminate him in a rough way, do you?” 
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“By no means. Leave the matter in my hands, and I will 
engage for it that he will be eliminated without the least pain 
or inconvenience to anyone.” 

"Yes, but then there is the necklace,” Pen pointed out., 
"I feel that before we attend to anything else we ought to 
get rid of it. Only fancy if you were to be found with it in 
your pocketl” 

"Very true. But I have arranged for that. The necklace 
belongs to Beverley’s mother, and he shall restore it to her.” 

Pen laid down her knife and fork. "Then that explains it 
alll I thought that stammering-man had more to do with it 
than you would tell me. I suppose he hired Jimmy Yarde, 
and that other person, to steal the necklace?” She wrinkled 
her brow. “I don’t wish to say rude things about your 
friends, Richard, but it seems to me very wrong of him — 
most improperl” 

"Most,” he agreed. 

"Even dastardly!” 

*‘I think we might call it dastardly.” 

"Well, that is what it seems to me. I see now that there is 
a great deal in what Aunt Almeria says. She considers that 
there are terrible pitfalls in Society.” 

Sir Richard shook his head sadly. “Alas, too true!” 

“And vice,” said Pen awfully. “Profligacy, and ex- 
travagance, you know.” 

“I know.” 

She picked up her knife and fork again. "It must be very 
exciting,” she said enviously. 

“Frr be it from me to destroy your illusions, but I feel I 
should inform you that stealing one’s mother’s diamcmds is 
not the invariable practice of members of the haut ton. 

“Of course not. I know that!” said Pen with dignity. 
She added in persuasive tones: "Shall I come with you 
when you go to meet the stammering-man?” 
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**No,** answered Sir Richard, not mincing matters. 

“I thought you would say th^. I wish I were really a 
man.” 

“I still should not take you with me.” 

“Then you would be very selfish, and disagreeable, and 
altogether abominablel” declared Pen roundly. 

“1 think 1 am,” reflected Sir Richard, recalling his sister’s 
homily. 

The large eyes softened instantly, and as they scanned Sir 
Richard’s face a slight flush mounted to Pen’s cheeks. She 
bent over her plate again, saying in a gruff little voice: “No, 
you are not. You are very kind, and obliging, and I am 
sorry I teased you.” 

Sir Richard looked at her. He seemed to be about to 
speak, but she forestalled him, adding buoyantly: “And 
when I tell Piers how well you have looked after me, he will 
be most grateful to you, T assure you.” 

“Will he?” said Sir ^uiard, at his dryest. “I am afraid I 
was forgetting Piets.” 



CHAPTER Vn 


T he spinney down the road, referred to by Beverley in 
his assignation with Captain Trimble, was not hard to 
locate. A careless question put to one of the ostlers 
elicited the information that it formed part of the grounds of 
Crome Hall. Leaving Pen to keep a sharp look-out for signs 
of an invasion by her relatives. Sir Richard set out shortly 
before eleven o’clock, to keep Captain Trimble’s appoint- 
ment. The impetuous Captain had indeed called for his 
horse, and had set off in the direction of Bristol, with his 
cloak-bag strapped on to the saddle. He had paid his shot, 
so it did not seem as though he contemplated returning to 
Queen Charlton. 

At the end of a ten-minute walk. Sir Richard reached the 
outskirts of the spinney. A gap in the hedge showed him a 
trodden path through the wood, and he followed this, glad 
to be out of the strong sunlight. The path led to a small 
clearing, where a tiny stream ran between clumps of rose- 
bay willow herb in full flower. Here a slightly built young 
gentleman, dressed in the extreme of fashion, was switching 
pettishly with his cane at the purple heads of the willow- 
herb. The points of his collar were so monstrous as to make 
it almost impossible for him to turn his head, and his coat 
fitted him so tightly that it seemed probable that it must 
have needed the combined efforts of three strong men to 
force him into it. Very tight pantaloons of a delicate 
biscuit-hue encased his rather spindly legs, and a pair of 
tasselled Hessians sneered at their sylvan surroundings. 

The Honourable Beverley Brandon was not unlike his 
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sister Melissa, but the classic cast of his features was spoiled 
by a pasty complexion, and a weakness about mouth and 
chin not shared by Mehssa. He turned, as he heard the 
sound of approaching footsteps, and started forward, only 
to be fetched up short by the sight, not of Captain Trimble’s 
burly figure, but of a tall, well-built gentleman in whom he 
had not the slightest difficulty in recognizing his prospective 
brother-in-law. 

He let his malacca cane drop from suddenly nerveless 
fingers. His pale eyes started at Sir Richard. “W-w-what 
the d-devil?” he stammeied. 

Sir Richard advanced imhurricdly across the clearing. 
“Good-morning, Beverley,” he said, in his pleasant, draw- 
ling voice. 

“W-what arej'ow d-doing here?” Beverley demanded, the 
wildest surmises chasing one another through his btam. 

“Oh, enjoying the weather, Beverley, enjoying the 
weatherl And you?” 

“I’m staying with a friend. F-fellow I knew up at 
Oxford!” 

“Indeed?” Sir Richard’s quizzing-glass swept the glade, 
as though in search of Mr. Brandon’s host. “A delightful 
rendezvous! One would almost suspect vou of having an 
assignation with someone!” 

“N-no such thing! I was j-just t.*king the air!” 

The quizzing-glass was levelled it him. Sir Richard’s 
pained eye ran over his person. “Putung the countryside to 
scorn, Beverley? Strange that you who care so much about 
your appearance should achieve such lamentable results! 
Now, Cedric cares nothing for his, ’jut — er — always looks 
the gentleman.” 

“You have a d-damned unpleasant tongue, Richard, 
b-but you needn’t think I’ll put up with it j-just because 
you’ve known me for y-ycarsl” 
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*'And how,” enquired Sir Richard, &intly interested, 
'*do you propose to put a curb on my tongue?” 

Beverley glared at him. He knew quite as well as Captain 
Trimble that Sir Richard’s exquisite tailoring and languid 
bearing were deceptive; that he sparred regularly with 
Gentleman Jackson, and was accounted one of the best 
amateur heavyweights in England. “W-what are you 
d-doing here?” he reiterated weakly. 

“I came to keep your friend Trimble’s appointment with 
you,” said Sir Rjchard, removing a caterpillar from his 
sleeve. Ignoring a startled oath from Mr. Brandon, he 
added: “Captain Trimble — by the way, you must tell me 
sometime where he acquired that unlikely title — found 
himself obliged to depart for Bristol this morning. Rather a 
hasty person, one is led to infer.” 

“D-damn you, Richard, you mean you sent him off! 
W-what do you know about Trimble, and why did ” 

“Yes, I fear that some chance words of mine may perhaps 
have influenced him. There was a man in a catskin waistcoat 
— dear me, there seems to be a fatal spell attached to that 
waistcoatl You look quite pale, Beverley.” 

Mr. Brandon had indeed changed colour. He shouted: 
**S*$top it! So Yarde spht, d-did he? Well, w-what the 
dsievil has it to do with you, hey?” 

“Altruism, Beverley, sheer altruism. You see, your 
friend Yarde — you know, I cannot congratulate you on 
yoiu choice of tools — saw fit to hand the Brandon diamonds 
into my keeping.” 

Mr. Brandon looked quite stupefied. “Handed them to 
Yarde d-did that? !^but how d-did you know hA> had 
them? How c-could you have known?” 

“Oh, I didn’t!” said Sir Richard, taking snuff. 

“B-but if you didn’t know, why d-did you constrain him 
—oh, what the d-devil does all this m-mean?” 
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“You have it wrong, my dear Beverley. I didn’t constrain 
him. I was, in fact, an unwitting partner in the crime. I 
should perhaps explain that Mr. Yarde was being pursued 
by a Runner from Bow Street.” 

“A Runnerl” Mr. Brandon began to look ashen. “Who 
set them on? G-god damn it, I ” 

“I have no idea. Presumably your respected fether, 
possibly Cedric. In Mr. Yarde’s picturesque but somewhat 
obscure language, he — er — ^tipped the cole to Adam Tiler. 
Have I that right?” 

“How the d-devil should I know?” snapped Brandon. 

“You must forgive me. You seem to me to be so familiar 
with — er — thieves and — er — swashbucklers, that I assumed 
that you were conversant also with thieving cant.” 

“D-don’t keep on talking about thievesi” Beverley said. 
Stamping his foot. 

“It is an ugly word, isn* it?’* agreed Sir Richard. 

Beverley ground his teeth, but said in a blustering voice* 
“Very welll I dtd t-take the damned necklacel If you 
m-must know, I’m d-done up, ruined! But you n-needn’t 
take that psalm-singing t-tone with m^l If I d-don’t sell it, 
my father will soon enough!” 

“I don’t doubt you, Beverley, but I must point out to ydu 
that you have forgotten one tiifling circumstance in your 
very engaging explanation. The n'^cklace belongs to your 
father.” 

“I c-consider it’s family property. It’s foUy to keep it 
w-when we’re all of us aground! D-damn it, I was forced to 
take the thing! You don’t know w-what it is to be in the 
p-power of a d-damncd cent-per-cent! If the old m-man 
would have p-parted, this wouldn’t have happened! I told 
him a m-month ago I hadn’t a feather to fly with, but the old 
fox wouldn’t c-come up to scratch. I tell you, I’ve no 
c-compimctiOnl He lectured me as though he himself 
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w-weren’t under hatches, which, by God, he is! Deep 
b-basset’s been his ruin; m-myself, I prefer to g-go to 
perdition with a d-dice-box.” He gave a reckless laugh, and 
suddenly sat down on the moss-covered stump of a felled 
tree, and buried his face in his hands. 

"You are forgetting women, wine, and horses,” said Sir 
Richard unemotionally. "They also have played not 
inconsiderable roles in this dramatic progress of yours. 
Three years ago you were once again under the hatches. I 
forget what it cost to extricate you from your embarrass- 
ments, but I do seem to recall that you gave your word you 
would not again indulge in — er — quite so many excesses.” 

“Well, I’m n-not expecting_ytf« to raise the w-wind for me 
this time,” said Beverley sulkily. 

“What’s the figure?” Sir Richard asked. 

“How should I know? I’m n-not a damned b-banking 
clerk! T-twelve thousand or so, I dare say. If you hadn’t 
spoiled my g-game, I c-could have settled the whole thing.” 

“You delude yourself. When I encountered your friend 
Yarde he was making for the coast with the diamonds in his 
pocket.” 

“Where are they now?” 

“In my pocket,” Sir Richard said coolly. 

Beverley hfted his head. “L-hsten, Richard, you’re not a 
b-bad fellow! Who’s to know you ever had the d-diamonds 
in your hands? It ain’t your affair: give them to m-me, and 
forget all about the restl I swear I’ll n-never breathe a 
w-word to a soul!” 

“Do you know, Beverley, you nauseate me? As for 
giving you the diamonds, I have come here with exactly that 
purpose.” 

^verley’s hand shot out. “I d-don’t cate what you think 
of m-me! Only hand the n-necklace over!” 

“Certainly,” Sir Richard said, taking the leather purse out 
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of his pocket. “But you, Beverley, will give them back to 
your mother'.” 

Beverley stared at him. “Fll be d-damned if I willl You 
fool, how could I?” 

“You may concoct what plausible tale you please: I will 
even engage myself to lend it my support. But you will give 
back the necklace.” 

A slight sneer disfigured Beverley’s face. “Oh, j-just as 
you 1-likeI Hand it overl” 

Sir Richard tossed the purse over to him. “Ah, Beverleyl 
Perhaps I should make it clear to you that if, when I return 
to town. It has not been restored to Lady Saar I 'shall be 
compelled to — er — split on you,” 

“You won’tl” Beverley said, stowing the purse away in 
an inner pocket. “M-mighty pretty behaviour for a 
b-brother-in-lawl” 

“But I am not your h'other-ia-law,” said Sir Richard 
gently. 

“Oh, you n-needn’t think I don’t know you’re g-going to 
m-marry Melissal Our scandals will become yours too. I 
think you’ll keep your m-mouth shut.’*' 

“I am always sorry to disappoint expectations, but I have 
not the smallest intention of marrying your sister,” said Sir 
Richard, taking another pinch of snuff. 

Beverley’s jaw dropped. “You d-don’t mean she 
w-wouldn’t have you?” 

“No, I don’t mean that.” 

**B-but it’s as g-good as settledl” 

“Not, believe me, by me.” 

“The d-devill” Beverley said blankly. 

“So you see,” pursued Sir Richard, “I should have no 
compunction whatsoever in informing Saar of this episode.” 

“You w-wouldn’t split on me to my f-fatherl” ^verley 
cried, jumping up from the tree-stump. 
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“That, my dear Beverley, rests entirely with you.** 

“But, d-damn it, m-man, I can't give the*d-diamonds 
back! I tell you I’m d-done — up, fast aground!” 

“I fancy that to have married into your family would have 
cost me considerably more than twelve thousand pounds. 
I am prepared to settle your debts — ^ah, for the last time, 
Beverley!” 

“D-devilish good of you,” muttered Beverley. “G-give 
me the money, and I’ll settle ’em myself.” 

“I fear that your intercourse with Captain Trimble has led 
you to credit others with his trusting disposition. I, alas, 
repose not the slightest reliance on your word. You may 
send a statement of your debts to my town house. I think 
that is all — except that you will be recalled to London 
suddenly, and you will leave Crome Hall, if you are wise, not 
later than to-morrow mormng.” 

“Bhster it, I w-won’t be ordered about by y-you! I’ll 
leave w-when I choose!” 

“If you don’t choose to do so in the morning, you will 
leave in the custody of a Bow Street Runner.” 

Beverley coloured hotly. “By G-God, I’ll p-pay you for 
this, Richard!” 

“But not, if I know you, until I have settled your debts,” 
said Sir Richard, turning on his heel. 

Beverley stood still, watching him walk away down the 
path, until the undergrowth hid him from sight. It was 
several minutes before it occurred to him that although Sir 
Richard had been unpleasantly frank on some subjects, he 
had not divulged how or why he came to be in Queen 
Charlton. 

Beverley frowned over this. Sir Richard might, of course, 
be visiting friends in the neighbourhood, but apart from a 
house belonging to some heiress or other, Crome Hall was 
the only country seat of any size for several miles. The more 
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Beverley considered the matter, the more inexplicable 
became Sir^ Richard’s presence. From a sort of sullen 
cariosity, he passed easily to a mood of suspicion, and began 
to think that there was something very odd about the whole 
aflaif, and to wonder whether any profit could be made out 
of it. 

He was not in the least grateful to Sir Richard for promis- 
ing to pay his debts. He certainly wished to silence his more 
rapacious creditors, but he would have considered it a 
stupid waste of money to settle any bill which could possibly 
be held over to some later date. Moreover, t^ mere 
payment of his debts would not line his pockets, and it was 
hard to see how he was to continue to support life in the 
manner to which he was accustomed. 

He took the necklace out, and looked at it. It was a 
singularly fine specimen of the jeweller’s art, and several of 
the stones in it were of a truly formidable sixe. It was worth 
perhaps twice twelve thousand pounds. One did not, of 
course, find it easy to obtain the real value of stolen goods, 
but even if he had been forced to sell it for as little as twenty 
thousand pounds he would still have been eight thousand 
pounds in pocket, smce there was no longer the least 
necessity to share the proceeds with Horace Trimble. 
Trimble, Beverley thought, has bungled the affiur, and 
deserved nothing. If only Richard could be silenced, 
Trimble, need never know that the necklace had been 
recovered from Jimmy Yarde, and it could be sold to the sole 
advantage of the only one of the three persons implicated in 
its theft who had a real right to it. 

The more he reflected on these lines, and the longer he 
gazed at the diamonds, the more fixed became Beverley’^ 
conviction that Sir Richard, instead of assisting him in his 
financial difficulties, had actually robbed him of eight 
thousand pounds, if not more. A burning sense of injury 
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possessed him, and if he could that moment have done Sit 
Richard an injury, without incurring any himself, he would 
certainly have jumped at the chance. 

But short of lying in wait for him, and shooting him, 
there did not seem to be anything he could do to Richard, 
with advantage; and although he would have been ^^ry glad 
to have heard of Richard’s sudden death, and would have 
thought it, quite sincerely, a judgment on him, his mur- 
derous inclination was limited, to do him justice, to a 
strong wish that Richard would fall out of a window, and 
break his neck, or be set upon by armed highwaymen, and 
summarily slain. At the same time, there was undoubtedly 
something queer about Richard’s being in this remote 
village, and it might be worth while to discover what had 
brought him to Queen Charlton. 

Sir Richard, meanwhile, walked back to the village, 
arriving at the George in time to see a couple of sweating 
horses being led into the stable, and a postchaise being 
pushed into one corner of the roomy yard He was there- 
fore fully prepared to encounter strangers in the inn, and 
any doubts of their identity were set at rest upon his stepping 
into the entrance-parlour, and perceiving a matron with an 
imposing front seated upon one of the oaken settles, and 
vigorously fanning her heated countenance. At her elbow 
stood a stockily built young gentleman with hi.5 hair 
brushed into a Brutus, mopping his brow. He had some- 
what globular eyes of no particular colour, and when seen in 
profile bore a distinct likeness to a hake. 

The same unfortunate resemblance was to be observed, 
though in a less pronounced degree, in Mrs. Griffin. The 
lady was built on massive lines, and appeared to be feeling 
the heat. Possibly a travelling costume of purple satin 
trimmed with a quantity of sarsenet, and worn under a 
spencer, and a voluminous cloak of drab merino cloth. 
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might have contributed to her discomfort. Her locks were 
confined in a round cap, and over this she wore a beehive 
bonnet of moss-straw, trimmed with enough plumes to 
remind Sir Richard forcibly of a hearse. The landlord was 
standing in front of her in an attitude of concern, and as Sir 
Richard stepped into the entrance-parlour, she said in tones 
of strong resolution: “You are deceiving mel I demand to 
have this — this youth brought before mel” 

“But, Mamal” said the stocky young man unhappily. 

“Silence, Frederickl” pronounced the matron. 

“But consider. Mama! If the — the young man the 
landlord speaks of is travelling with his uncle, he could not 
possibly be — be my cousin, could he?” 

“I do not believe a word of what this man saysl” declared 
Mrs. Griffin. “I should not wonder if he had been bribed.” 

The landlord regretfully said that no one had tried to 
bribe him. 

“Pshawl” said Mrs. Grihm. 

Sir Richard judged it to be time to call attention to his 
own presence. He walked forward in the direction of the 
staircase. 

“Here is the gentlemanl” said the landlor<^ with a good 
deal of relief. “He will tell for himself that what I’ve said is 
the truth, ma’am.” 

Sir Richard paused, and glanced with laised eyebrows 
from Mrs. Griffin to her son, an'^ from Mr. Frederick 
Griffin to the landlord. “I beg your pardon?” he drawled. 

The attention of the Griffins instantly became focused 
upon him. The gentleman’s eyes were riveted to his 
cravat; the lady, taking in his air of elegance, was plainly 
shaken. 

“If your honour pleasesl” said the landlord. “The lady, 
sir, is come in search of a young gentleman, which has run 
away from school, the same being her ward. I’ve told her 
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that I have but one young genrieman staying in the house, 
and him your honour’s nephew, and I’d be glad if you’d 
bear me out, sir.” 

"Really,” said Sir Richard, bored, “I don’t know whom 
you have staying in the house besides myself and my 
nephew.” 

“The question is, have you a nephew?” demanded Mrs. 
Griffin. 

Sir Richard raised his quizzing-glass, surveyed her 
through it, and bowed slightly. “I was certainly under the 
impression that I had a nephew, ma’am. May I ask m what 
way he interests you?” 

“If he is your nephew, I have no interest in him whatso- 
ever,” declared the matron handsomely. 

“Mama!” whispered her son, angmshed. “Recollect, I 
beg of you! A stranger! No proof 1 The greatest 
discretion!” 

“I am quite distracted!” said Mrs. Griffin, shedding tears. 

This had the effect of driving the landlord from the room, 
and of flustering Mr. Griffin. Between trying to pacify his 
parent, and excusing such odd behaviour to the elegant 
'stranger, he became hotter than ever, and floimdered in a 
morass of broken phrases. The look of astonishment on 
Sir Richard’s face, the pained lift of his brows, quite dis- 
composed him, and he ended by saying: “The truth is my 
mother is sadly overwrought!” 

“My confidence has been betrayed!” interpolated Mrs. 
Griffin, raising her face from her damp handkerchief. 

“Yes, Mama: preasely so! Her confidence has been 
betrayed, sir, by — by the shocking conduct of my cousin, 
who has ” 

“I have nourished a viper in my bosoml” said Mrs. 
Griffin. 

“Just so. Mama. She has nourished — ^at least, not quite 
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that, perhaps, but it is very bad, very upsetting to a lady of 
delicate sensibilityl” 

“All my life,” declaimed Mrs. Griffin, “I have been 
surrounded by ingratitudel” 

“Mama, you cannot be surrounded by — and in any case, 
you know it is not sol Do, pray, calm yourself 1 I shall claim 
your indulgence, sir. The circumstances are so peculiar, and 
my cousin’s behaviour has exerted so strong an effect upon 
my poor mother that — in short ” 

“It is the impropriety of it which is worse than anything!” 
said Mrs. Griffin. 

“Exactly so. Mama. You see, it is the impropriety, sir — 
I mean, my mother is. not quite herself.” 

“I shall never,” announced the matron, “hold up my head 
again! It is my belief that this person is in league with her!” 

“Mama, most earnestly I implore you !” 

*‘Her?” repeated Sir P 'chard, apparently bewildered. 

“Him!” corrected Mr. Griffin. 

“You must forgive me if I do not perfectly understand 
you,” said Sir RieWd. "I apprehend that you have — er — 
mislaid a youth, and have come ” 

“Precisely so, sir! We mis — at least, no, no, we did not 
mislay him, of course!” 

“Ran away!” uttered Mrs. Griffin, emerging from the 
handkerchief for a brief instant. 

“Ran away,” corroborated her c'’ i. 

“But in what way,” enquired Sir Richard, “does this 
•oncern me, sir?” 

“Not at all, sir, I assure you! No such suspicion is 
cherished by me, upon my word!” 

“What suspicion?” asked Sir Richard, still more 
bewildered. 

“None, sir, none in the world! That is just what I was 
saying. I have no suspicion ” 
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"But I have!” said Mrs. Griffin, in much more robust 
tones. “I accuse you of concealing the truth from mel” 

“Mama, do but consider! You cannot — ^you know you 
cannot insult this gentleman by insinuating ” 

“In the execution of my duty there is nothing I cannot 
dol” responded his mother nobly. “Besides, I do not know 
him. I mistrust him.” 

Mr. Griffin turned wretchedly to Sir Richard: “You see, 
sir, my mother ” 

“Mistrusts me,” supplied Sir Richard. 

“No, no, I assure youl My mother is sadly put out, and 
scarcely knows what she is saying.” 

“I am in the fullest possession of my fiiculties, I thank 
you, Frederick!” said Mrs. Griffin, gathering strength. 

“Of course, of course. Mama! But the agitation — the 
natural agitation ” 

“If he is speaking the truth,” interrupted Mrs. Griffin, 
“let him summon his nephew to stand before me!” 

“Ah, I begin to understand you!” said Sir Richard. “Is 
is possible, ma’am, that you suspect my nephew of being 
your errant ward?” 

“No, no!” said Griffin feebly. 

“Yes!” declared his mother. 

“But Mama, only consider what such a thought must 
imply!” said Mr. Griffin in a frenzied aside. 

“I can believe anything of that unnatiural creature!” 

“I should doubt very much whether my nephew is upon 
the premises,” said Sir Richard coldly. “He was engaged to 
spend the day with friends, upon an expedition of pleasure. 
However, if he should not yet have left the house, I will 
engage to — er — allay all these heart burnings.” 

“If he has run out to escape us, I shall await his return!” 
said Mrs. Griffin. “And so I warn you!” 

“I admire your resolution, ma’am, but I must point out 
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to you that yovif movements are of no possible interest to 
me,” said Sir Richard, stepping over to the bell, and 
jerking it. 

“Frederick!” said Mrs. Griffin. “Will you stand by and 
hear your mother being insulted by one whom I strongly 
suspect of being a dandy?” 

*‘But Mama, indeed, it is no concern of ours if he is!” 

“Perhaps,” said Sir Richard, in arctic tones, “it may be 
of service if I make myself known to you, ma’am. My name 
IS Wyndham.” 

Mrs. Griffin received this information with every appear- 
ance of disdain, but its effect upon her son was staggering. 
His eyes seemed to be in danger of bursting out of their 
sockets; he started forward, and ejaculated in tones of 
deepest reverence; “Sir! is this possible? Have I the honoiu 
of addressing Sir Richard Wyndham?” 

Sir Richard bowed slightly. 

“The celebrated Whip?” asked Mr. Griffin. 

Sir Richard bowed again. 

“The creator of the Wyndham Fall?” pursued Mr. 
Griffin, almost overcome. 

Tired of bowing, Sir Richard said: “Yes.” 

“Sir,” said Mr. Griffin, “I am happy to make your 
acquaintance! My name is Griffin!” 

“How do you do?” murmured Sir Richard, holding out 
his hand. 

Mr. Griffin clasped it. “I wonder I should not have 
recognized you. Mama, we have been quite mistaken. This 
is none other than the famous Sir Richard Wyndham — ^the 
friend of Brummell, you know! You must have heard me — 
you must have heard him spoken of. It is quite impossible 
that he can know anything of my cousin’s whereabouts.” 

She seemed to accept this, though with obvious reluct- 
ance. She looked Sir lUchard over with dis&vour, and said 
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paralysingly: *T have the greatest dislike of all forms of 
dandyism, and I have ever deplored the influence exerted by 
the ^w-Wmdow set upon young men of respectable up- 
bringing. However, if you are indeed Sir Richard Wynd- 
ham, I dare say you would not object to showing my son 
how to arrange his cravat in what he calls the Wyndham 
Fall, so that he need no longer spoil every neckcloth in his 
drawer before achieving a result which I consider 
lamentable.” 

“Mamal” whispered the unhappy Mr. GrifHn. “I beg of 
youl” 

The entrance of a servant, in answer to the bell’s summons 
came as a timely interruption. Upon being asked to discover 
whether Sir Richard’s nephew were in the house, he was 
able to reply that the young gentleman had left the inn some 
time previously. 

“'liien I fear there is nothing for you to do but to await 
his return,” said Sir Richard, addressing himself to Mrs. 
Griffin. 

“We should not dream of — Mama, there can be no doubt 
that she — ^he — did not come here after all. Lady Luttrell 
disclaims all knowledge, remember, and she must certainly 
have known if my cousin had come into this neighbour- 
hood.” 

“If I could think that she had gone to cousin Jane, all 
would not yet be lostl” said Mrs. Griffin. “Yet it is possible? 
I feat the worstl” 

“This is all very perplexing,” complained Sir Richard. 
“I was under the impression that this mysterious truant was 
of the male sex.” 

“Frederick, my nerves can stand no morel” said Mrs. 
Griffin, siurging to her feet. “If you mean to drag me the 
length of England again, I must insist upon being permitted 
the indulgence of half an hour’s solitude firstl” 
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“But Mama, it was not I who would come here!” 
expostulated Mr. Griffin. 

Sir Richard again rang the bell, and this time desired that 
a chambermaid should be sent to him. Mrs. Griffin was 
presently consigned to the care of an abigail, and left the 
room majestically, commanding hot water to wash with, 
tea, and a decent bedchamber. 

Her son heaved a sigh of relief. “I must beg pardon, Sir 
Richardl You must allow me to beg your pardoni” 

“Not at all,” said Sit Richaid. 

“Yes, yes, I insist! Such an unfortunate misunder- 
standing! An explanation is due to you! A slip of the 
tongue, you know, but my mother is labouring under strong 
emotion, and does not quite heed what she says. You 
noticed it: indeed, no one could wonder at your surprise! 
The unhappy truth, sir, is that my cousin is not a boy, but — 
in a word, sir — a female!” 

“This explanation, Mr. Griffin, is quite unnecessary, 
believe me.” 

“Sir,” said Mr. Griffin earnestly, “as a Man of the World, 
I should value your opinion! Conceal nent is useless: the 
truth must be discovered in the end. What, sir, would you 
think of a member of the Weaker Sex who assumed the 
disguise of a man, and left the home of her natural protector 
by way of the window?” 

“I should assume,” replied Sir Richard, “that she had 
strong reasons for acting with such resolution.” 

“She did not wish to marry me,” said Mr. Griffin 
gloomily. 

“Oh!” said Sir Richard. 

“Well, I’m sure I can’t see why she should be so set 
against me, but that’s not it, sir. The thing is that here’s 
my mother determined to find hes, and to make her marry 
me, and so hush up the scandal. But I don’t like it above 
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half. If she dislikes the notion so much, I don’t think I 
ought to marry her, do you?” 

“Emphatically notl” 

“I must say I am very glad to hear you say that. Sit 
Richard!” said Mr. Griffin, much cheered. “For you must 
know that my mother has been telling me ever since 
yesterday that I must marry her now, to save her name. 
But I thmk she would very likely make me uncomfortable, 
and nothing could make up for that, in my opimon.” 

“A lady capable of escaping out of a window in the guise 
of a man would quite certainly make you more than 
uncomfortable,” said Sir Richard. 

“Yes, though she’s only a chit of a girl, you know. In 
fact, she is not yet out. I am very happy to have had the 
benefit of the opinion of a Man of the World. I feel tliat I 
can rely on your judgment.” 

“On my judgment you might, but m nothing else, I assure 
you,” said Sir Richard. “You know nothing of me, after 
all. How do you know that I am not now conceahng your 
cousin from you?” 

“Ha-ha! Very good, upon my word! Very good, indeed!” 
said Mr. Griffin, saluting a jest of the first water. 



CHAPTER Vm 


T he Gtiflfins did not leave Queen Charlton until the 
cool of the afternoon, and by the time he saw their 
chaise off the premises of the George, Sir Richard 
was heartily sick of the company of surely one of his most 
devout worshippers. No sign was seen of Pen, who had no 
doubt fled the house upon the Griffins’ arrival. What sus- 
tenance she had snatched up to bear her strength up through 
a long day. Sir Richard had no means of knowing. 

Mrs. Griffin, tottering downstairs to partake of light 
refreshment, found her son hanging upon Sir Richard’s 
bored lips. Upon hearing that he had divulged the secret 
of Pen’s identity, she •' st showed a dangerous tendency 
to swoon, but upon being supplied with a glass of ratafia 
by Sir Richard, revived sufficiently to pour out her wrongs 
into his ear. 

“What, I ask myself,” she said dramatically, “has become 
of that tiresome girl? Into what company may she have 
fallen? I see that you. Sir Richard, arc a person of sensi- 
bility. Conceive of my feelings! What — 1 say, what if my 
unfortunate niece should have fallen mto the hands of some 
Manr 

“What indeedl” said Sir Richard. 

“She must marry him. When I think of the care, the 
hopes, flie maternal fondness I have lavished — but it is ever 
sol There is no gratiiude in the world to-day.” 

Upon this gloomy reflection, she ordered her chaise to be 
got ready to bear her instantly to Chippenham. She would 
have remained at Queen Charlton for the night, she 
explained, only that she suspected the sheets. 

1*7 
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Sir Richard, having seen her off, walked down the street, 
to cool his heated brow, and to consider the intricacies of 
his position. 

It was while he was absent that Miss Creed and the 
Honourable Beverley Brandon, approaching the George 
from widely divergent angles, but with identical circum- 
spection, came face to face in the entrance-parlour. 

They eyed one another. A few moments’ conversation 
with the tapster had put Beverley in possession of informa- 
tion which he found sufficiently intriguing to make him run 
the risk of perhaps encountering Captain Trimble in 
entering the inn, and prosecuting further enquiries about 
Sir Richard Wyndham. Sir Richard, the tapster had told 
him, was putting up at the George with his nephew. 

Now, Sir Richard’s nephew, as Beverley knew well, was 
a lusty young gentleman not yet breeched. He did not 
mention this circumstance to the tapster, but on hearing 
that the mysterious nephew in question was a youth in his 
teens, he pricked up his ears, and penetrated from the 
tap-room into the main parlour of the inn. 

Here Pen, entering the George cautiously from the 
stableyard, came plump upon him. Never having seen his 
face, she did not at once recognize him, but when, after an 
intent stare, he moved towards her, saying with a slight 
stammer: “How d-do you do? I think you m-must be 
Wyndham’s n-nephew?” she had no doubt of his identity. 

She was no fool, and she realized at once that anyone 
well-acquainted with Sir Richard must be aware that she 
was not his nephew. She replied guardedly: “Well, I call 
him my uncle, because he is so much older than I am, but 
in point of fact we are cousins only. Third couyns,” she 
added, making the relationship as remote as she could. 

A smile which she did not quite like lingered on 
Beverley’s rather slack mouth. Mentally, he was reviewing 
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Sir Richard’s ^mily, but he said with great afiability; “Oh, 
indeed? Ch-charmtd to make your acquaintance, Mr-er-er?” 

“Brown,” supplied Pen, regretting that she had not 
thought to provide herself with a more unusual surname. 

“Brown,” bowed Beverley, his smile widening. “It is a 
great p-pleasure to me to m-mect any connection of 
W-Wyndham’s. In such a remote spot, tool Now d-do tell 
mel What b-brings you here?” 

“Family affairs,” answered Pen promptly. “Uncle 
Richard — Cousin Richard, I mean, only I have always been 
in the way of calling him uncle, you understand — very 
kindly undertook to come with me.” 

“So it was on y-your account that he came to Queen 
Ch-Charltonl” said Beverley. “That is most interesting!” 
His eyes ran over her in a way that made her feel profoundly 
ill-at-ease. “M-wor/ interesting!” he repeated. “P-pray 
present my c-comp!iment' to Wyndham, and tell him that 
I perfectly understand bis reasons for choosing such a 
secluded locality!” 

He bowed himself out with a flouiish, leaving Pen in a 
state of considerable ti cpidation. In tf ; taproom, he called 
for paper, ink, a pen, and some brandy, and sat down at 
a table in one corner to write a careful letter to Sir Richard. 
It took time, for he was not apt with a pen, and much 
brandy,.but it was finished at last to his satisfaction. He 
looked round rather owlishly for '' tfers, but the tapster 
had brought him none, so he folded the note into a screw, 
wrote Sir Richard’s name on it in a flourishing scrawl, and 
told the tapster to give it to Sir Richard upon his return to 
the inn. After that he went away, not quite steadily, but full 
of chuckling glee at his own ingenuity. 

The tapster, who was busy serving drinks, left the twisted 
note on the bar while he hurried to the other end of the 
room with beer for a clamorous party of country-men. It 
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was heie diat, Trimble, coming into the taproom 

£com the siaNeyanj, found it. 

Cgtfaiii Trimble, who had spent a fruitless day in 
attfinpting to discover some trace of Jimmy Yarde in 
Bristol, was hot, and tired, and in no very good temper. 
He sat down on a high stool at the b^, and began to wipe 
his face with a large handkerchief. It was as he was restoring 
the handkerchief to his pocket that the note, and its super- 
scription, caught his eye. He was well-acquainted with 
Mr. Brandon’s handwriting, and he recognized it at once. 
It did not at first surprise him that Mr. Brandon should have 
written to Sir Richard Wyndham; he supposed them to be 
of the same fashionable set. But as he looked idly down at 
the screw of paper thoughts of the wild-goose chase upon 
which Sir Richard had sent him took strong possession of 
his mind, and he wondered, not for the first time during 
that exasperating day, whether Sir Richard could have had 
a motive in dispatching him to Bristol. The note began to 
assume a sinister aspect; suspicion darkened the already 
warm colour in the Captain’s cheeks; and after staring at the 
note for a minute, he cast a quick look round, saw that no 
one was watching him, and deftly palmed it. 

The tapster came back to the bar, but by the time he had 
recollected the note. Captain Trimble had retired to a high- 
backed settle by the empty fireplace, and was callmg for a 
can of ale. At a convenient moment, he unscrewed the 
twist of paper, and read its contents. 

“My very dear Richard” bad written Mr. Brandon, “I am 
desolated to find that you have gone out. I should like to continue 
our conversation. When I tell you that I have been privileged to 
meet your nephew , my dear Richard, I feel that you will appreciate 
the wisdom of meeting me again. You would not wish me to talk, 
but a paltry twelve thousand is not enougfi to close my mouth, winch, 
btMfever, I am willing to do, tho' not for a less sum than I have it 
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ifi my power to obtain by Other Means, Should you wish to discuss 
this delicate matter ^ I shall be in the spinn^ at ten o*chck this 
evening. If you do not come there, I shall understand that wu hern 
Withdrawn your Objection to my disposing of Certain r¥operty 
as I choose, and I fancy that it would be Unwise of you to mention 
our dealings in this %atter to anyone, either now or laterf* 

Captain Trimble read this missive twice before folding it 
again into its original twist. The mention of Pen he found 
obscure, and of no particular interest. There was apparently 
a disreputable secret in some way connected with Sit 
Richard’s young nephew, but the Captain did not imme- 
diately perceive what profit was to be made out of it. Far 
more arresting was the thinly veiled reference to the Brandon 
necklace. The Captain’s eyes smouldered as he thought this 
over, and his massive jaw worked a little. He had suspected 
Beverley’s good faith from the moment that Jimmy Yarde 
had been thrust on him r «■ an accomplice. The matter seemed 
as clear as crystal now. Beverley and Yarde had hatched a 
plot to cheat him of his share in the fortune, and when 
Beverley had been raving against him for blundering — very 
convincingly he had raved too — ^he had actually had the 
necklace in his pocket. Well, Mr. Brandon would have to 
learn that it was not wise to try to bubble I lorace Trimble, 
and still less wise to leave unsealed notes lying about in a 
common taproom. As for Sir Ricliard, tlie Captain found 
his part in these tortuous prot^t -lings very difficult to 
fathom. He seemed to know something about the dia- 
monds, but he was far too wealthy a man, the Captain 
considered, to have the least interest in their worth in terms 
of guineas. But Sir Richard had undoubtedly meddled in 
the af&ir, and the Captain wished with aU his heart that he 
could discover a way to pay him in full for his interference. 

Captain Trimble was naturally a man of violence, but 
although he would have liked very much to spoil Sir 
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Richard’s handsome face, he wasted no more than a couple 
of minutes over this pleasing dream. Sir Richard, if it came 
to fisticuffs, would enjoy the encounter far more than would 
his assailant. A more determined assault, on a dark night, 
by a couple of stout men armed with clubs, might have a 
better chance of success, but even this scheme had a draw- 
back. Sir Richard had been set upon twice before, by hardy 
rogues who planned to rob him. He had not been robbed, 
and he had not been attacked again. He was marked down 
by every cutthroat and robber in the Rogues’ Calendar as 
dangerous, one who carried pistols, and could draw and fire 
with a speed and a deadly accuracy which made him a most 
undesirable man to molest. 

Regretfully, the Captain decided that Sir Richard must 
be left alone, for the present, at all events. 

By this time the tapster had discovered the loss of Mr. 
Brandon’s note. Everyone in the room disclaimed all 
knowledge of its whereabouts. Captain Trimble drained 
his can, and carried it over to the bar. As he set it down, 
he said: “Isn’t that a bit of paper I see?” 

No one could see anything, but that might have been 
because the Captain bent so quickly to pick it up. When he 
straightened himself, the screw of paper was between his 
fingers. The tapster took it with a word of thanks, and gave 
it to one of the waiters, who had come into the taproom for 
a pint of burgundy, and told him to deliver it to Sir Richard. 
Captain Trimble, quite as well-pleased as Beverley had been, 
betook himself to the coffee-room, and ordered a sustaining 
meal. 

Sir Richard, meanwhile, had returned to the inn. 
He found Pen awaiting him in the parlout, curled up in 
a big chair and eating an apple. “This passion for 
munching raw fruitl” he remarked. “You look a very 
urchin.” 
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She twinkled at him. “Well, I am hungry. Did — did 

you have a pleasant day with my Aunt Aimeria, sir?*’ 

“I hope with all my heart,” said Sit Richard, eyeing her 
with some severity, “that jw spent the day in the greatest 
possible discomfort. I wish it had rained.” 

“I didn’t. I visited my home, and I went to all the 
particular places Piers and I used to hide in, when people 
wanted us to do our lessons. Only I hadn’t an 3 rthing to 
eat.” 

‘Tam glad,” said Sir Richard. “Do you know that I have 
not only found myself in a position where I was forced to 
lie, and dissemble, and practise the most shocking deceit, 
but I have also been obliged to consort for five hours with 
one of the most commonplace young cubs it has ever been 
my ill-fortune to meet?” 

“I knew Fred would come with my auntl Doesn’t he look 
just like a fish, sir?” 

“Yes, a hake. But you cannot divert me from what I wish 
to say. Half ' an hour’s conversation with your aunt has 
convinced me that you are an unprincipled brat.” 

“Did she say unkind things of me?” Miss Creed wrinkled 
her brow. “I don’t think I am unprincipled, precisely.” 

“You are a menace to all law-abiding and respectable 
citizens,” said Sir Richard. 

She seemed gratified. “I didn’t think 1 was as important 
as that.” 

“Look what you have done to mcl” said Sir Richard. 

“Yes, but I don’t think you are very law-abiding or 
respectable,” objected Pen. 

“1 was once, but it seems a long time ago.” 

She finished her apple. “Well, I am sorry you are feeling 
cross, for I think I should tell you somediing which you 
may not be pleased about.” 

He looked at her with misgiving. “Let me know the woistl” 
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*‘It was the stammering-man,” said Pen, not very lucidly. 
"Of course, I quite see that I should have been more 
careful.” 

"You mean Beverley Brandon. What has he been doing?” 

"Well, you see, he came here. And just at that very same 
moment, I chanced to walk into the inn, and — and we met.*’ 

“When was this?” 

"Oh, not long agol You were gone out. Only he seemed 
to know me.” 

“Seemed to know you?” 

"Well, he said surely I must be your nephew,” Pen 
explained. 

Sir Richard had been listening to her with a gathering 
frown. He said nowj’with a grim note which she had not 
before heard in his voice: “Beverley knows very well that 
the only nephew I have is a child in short petticoats.” 

“Oh, have you got a nephew?” enquired Pen, diverted. 

"Yes. Never mind that. What did you reply?” 

“Well, I think I was quite clever,” said Pen hopefully. 
"Naturally, I knew who he must be, as soon as he spoke; 
and I guessed, of course, that he must know I am not your 
nephew. Because even if some people think I have no 
ingenuity, I am not at all stupid,” she added, with a darkling 
look. 

**Does that rankle?” His countenance had relaxed a little. 
"Never mindl go onl” 

"I said that in point of fact you were not my uncle, 
but I called you so because you were a great deal older 
than I. I said that you were my third cousin. Then he 
asked me why we had come to Queen Charlton, and I said 
it was on account of family affrirs, though I would rather 
have pointed out that it was extremely ill-bred and 
inquisitive of him to ask me such questions. And aj^er that 
he went away.” 
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**Did he, indeed? Did he say what had brought him here 
in the first placel?” 

“No. But he gave me a message for you, which I did not 
quite like.” 

“Well?” 

“It sounded sinister to me,” said Pen, preparing him for 
the worst. 

“I can well believe it.** 

“And the more I think of it the more sinister it appears 
to me. He said I must present his compliments to you, and 
tell you that he perfectly understands your reason for coming 
to such a secluded spot.” 

“The devill” said Sir Richard. 

“I was afraid you would not be excessively pleased,*’ Pen 
said anxiously. “Do you suppose that it means that he 
knows who I am?” 

“Not that, no,” Sir Richard replied. 

“Perhaps,” suggested Pen, “he guessed that I am not a 
boy?” 

“Perhaps.** 

She thought the matter over. “Wc|’, I don’t see what 
else he could possibly have meant. But Jimmy Yarde never 
suspected me, and I conversed with him far more than I did 
with thi% disagreeable stammering-man. How very un- 
fortunate it is that we should have met someone who knows 
you welll” 

“I beg your pardon?” said Sir Richard, putting up his 
glass. 

She looked innocently up at him. “On account of his 
being aware that you have no nephew or cousin like me, 
I mean.” 

“Obi” said Sir Richard, lowering the glass. “I see. Don’t 
let it worr^youl” 

“Well, it does worry me, because I see now that I have 
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been imprudent. I should not have let you come with me. 
It has very likely placed you in an awkward situation.” 

“That aspect of it had not occurred to me,” said Sir 
Richard, faintly smiling. "The imprudence was mine. I 
ought to have handed you over to your aunt at our first 
meeting.” 

"Do you wish you had?” asked Pen wistfully. 

He looked down at her for an instant. “No.” 

“Well, I’m glad, because if you had tried to, I would have 
run away from you.” She lifted her chin from her cupped 
hands. “If you are not sorry to be here, do not let us give 
it another thought! It is so very fatiguing to go on being 
sorry about something which one has done. Did you order 
any dinner, sir?” 

“I did. Duck and peas.” 

“Goodl” said Pen, with profound satisfaction. “Where 
has Aunt Almeria gone, do you suppose?” 

“To Chippenham, and then to Cousin Jane.” 

“To Cousin Jane? Good gracious, why?” 

“To see whether you have taken refuge with her, I 
imagine.” 

“With Cousin Jane!” Pen exclaimed. “Why, she is the 
most odious old woman, and takes snuifl” 

Sir Richard, who had just opened his own box, paused. 
“Er — do you consider that an odious habit?” he asked. 

“In a female, I do. Besides, she spills it on her clothes. 
UghI Oh, I did not mean you, sirl” she added, with a ripple 
of sudden laughter. “You do it witli such an airl” 

“Thank youl” he said. 

A waiter came in to lay the cover, for dinner, and 
presented a small, twisted note to Sir Richard on a large 
tray. 

He picked it up unhurriedly, and spread it open. Pen, 
anxiously watching him, could detect nothing in his &ce 
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but boredom. He read the note through to the end, and 
consigning it to his pocket, glanced towards Pen. “Let me 
see: what were we discussing?” 

“Snuff,” replied Pen, in a hollow voice. 

“Ah, yesi I myself use King’s Martinique, but there are 
many who consider it a trifle light in character.” 

She returned a mechanical answer, and upon the waiter’s 
leaving the room, interrupted Sir Richard’s description of 
the proper way to preserve snuff in good condition, by 
demanding impetuously: “Who was it from, sir?” 

“Don’t be inqvusitivel” said Sir Richard calmly. 

“You can’t deceive me! I feel sure it was from that 
hateful man.” 

“It was, but there is no occasion for you to trouble your 
head over it, believe me.” 

“Only tell me! Does he mean to do you some mischief?” 

“Certainly not. It wouM, m all events, be a task quite 
beyond his power.” 

“I feel very uneasy.” 

“So I perceive. You will be the better for your dinner.” 

The waiter came in with the due' at that opportune 
moment, and set it upon the table. Pen was, in fact, so 
hungry that her thoughts were instantly diverted. She made 
a very.good dinner, and did net again refer to the note. 

Sir Richard, maintaining a flow of easy conversation, 
seemed to be wholly devoid of c: ', but the note had 
annoyed him. There was very little fear, he considered, of 
Beverley’s being able to harm Miss Creed, since he could 
have no knowledge of her identity; and his veiled threat of 
exposing Sir Richard was a matter of indifference to that 
gentleman. But he would certainly meet Beverley in the 
spinney at the proposed hour, for it now became more than 
evet necessary to despatch him .to London immediately. 
While he remained in the neighbourhood there would be no 
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question of delivering Pen into Lady LuttrelPs care, and 
although Sii Richard had not the least desire to relinquish 
his self-appointed guardianship of that enterprising damsel, 
he was perfectly well aware that he must do so, and without 
any loss of time. 

Accordingly, he sent her to bed shortly after half-past- 
nine, telhng her that if she were not tired she deserved to be. 
She went without demur, so probably her day spent in the 
open had made her sleepy. He waited until a few minutes 
before ten o’clock, and then took his hat and walking-cane, 
knd strolled out of the inn. 

There was a full moon, and not a cloud to be seen in the 
sky. Sir Richard had no difficulty in seeing his way, and 
soon came to the track through the wood. It was darker 
here, for the trees held out the moonlight. A rabbit scuttled 
across tlae path, an owl hooted somewhere at hand, and there 
were little rustlings in the undergrowth, but Sir Richard was 
not of a nervous disposition, and did not find these sounds 
in anyway disturbing. 

But he was hardly prepared to come upon a lady lying 
stretched across the path, immediately round a bend in it. 
This sight was, indeed, so unexpected that it brought him up 
short. The lady did not move, but lay in a crumpled heap of 
pale muslin and darker cloak. Sir Richard, recoverii;ig from 
his momentary surprise, strode forward, and dropped on to 
his knee beside her. It was too dark under the trees for him 
to be able to distinguish her features clearly, but he thought 
she was young. She was not dead, as he had at first feared, 
but in a deep faint. He began to chafe her hands, and had 
just bethought him of the tiny stream which he had observed 
that morning, when she showed signs of returning conscious- 
ness. He raised her in his arms, hearing a sigh flutter past her 
lips. A moan succeeded the sigh; she said something he 
could not catch, and began weakly to cry. 
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‘T)on*t cryl” Sir Richard said. “You are quite safe.” 

She caught her breath on a sob, and stiffened in his hold. 
He felt her little hands close on his arm. Then she began to 
tremble. 

“No, there is nothing to frighten you,” he said in his cool 
way. “You will be better directly.” 

“Ohl” The exclamation sounded terrified. “Who are 
you? Oh, let me go!” 

“Certainly I will let you go, but are you able to stand 
yet? You do not know me, but I am perfectly harmless, I 
assure you.” 

She made a feeble attempt to struggle up, and succeeded 
only in crouching on the path in a woebegone huddle, 
saying through her sobs: “I must gol Oh, I must go! I 
ought not to have come!” 

“That I can well believe,” said Sir Richard, still on his 
knee beside her. “Wh” did you come? Or is that an 
impertinent question?” 

It had the effect of redoubling her sobs. She buried her 
face in her hands, shuddering, and rocking herself to and 
fro, and gasping out unintelligible pi rases. 

“Well!” said a voice behind Sir Richard. 

He looked quickly over his shoulder. “Penl What arc 
you doing here?” 

“I followed you,” replied Pen, looking critically down at 
the weeping girl. “I brought a suut stick too, because I 
thought you were going to meet that odious stammering-man, 
and I feel sure he means to do you a mischief. Who is this?” 

“I haven’t the slightest idea,” replied Sir Richard. “And 
presently I shall have something to say to you on the subject 
of this idiotic escapade of yoursl My good child, can’t you 
stop crying?” 

“What is she doing here?” asked Pen, unmoved by his 
strictures. 
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“Heaven knowsl I found her lying on the path. How 
does one make a female stop crying?” 

“I shouldn’t think you could. She’s going to have a fit 
of the vapovirs, I expect. And I do not see why you should 
hug people, if you don’t know who they are.” 

“I was not hugging her.” 

“It looked hke it to me,” argued Pen. 

“I suppose,” said Sir Richard sardonically, “you would 
have had me step over her, and walk on?” 

“Yes, I would,” replied Pen promptly. 

“Don’t be a little fooll The girl had fainted.” 

“Ohl” Pen moved forward. “I wonder what made her 
do that? You know, it all seems extremely odd to me.” 

“It seems quite as odd to me, let me tell you.” He laid 
his hand on the sobbing girl’s shoulder. “Cornel You will 
not help matters by crying. Can’t you tell me what has 
happened to upset you so?” 

The girl 'made a convulsive effort to choke back her 
hysterical tears, and managed to utter: “I was so 
frightenedl” 

“Yes, that I had reahzed. What frightened you?” 

“There was a manl” gasped the girl. “And I hid, and then 
another man came, and they began to quarrel, and I dared not 
move for fear they should hear me, and the big one Jrit the 
other, and he fell down and lay still, and the big one took 
something out of his pocket, and went away, and oh, oh, he 
passed so close I c-could have touched him only by stretching 
out my hand! The other man never moved, and I was so 
frightened I ran, eveiything went black, and I think I 
feinted.” 

“Ran away?” repeated Pen, in disgusted accents. “What 
a poor-spirited thing to do! Didn’t you go to help the man 
who was knocked down?” 

“Oh no, no, nol” shuddered the girl. 
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**I must say, I don’t think you deserve to have such an 
adventure. And if I were you I wouldn’t continue sitting in 
the middle of the path. It isn’t at all helpful, and it makes 
you look very silly.” 

This severe speech had the effect of angering the girl. 
She reared up her head, and exclaimed: “How dare you? 
You are the rudest young man I ever met in my life!” 

Sir Richard put his hand under her elbow, and assisted her 
to her feet. “Ah — accept my apologies on my nephew’s 
behalf, ma’aml” he said, with only the faintest quiver in his 
voice. “A sadly ill-conditioned boyl May I suggest to you 
that you should rest on this bank for a few moments, while 
I go to investigate the — er — scene of the assault you so 
graphically described? My nephew — who has, you perceive, 
provided himself with a stout stick — ^will charge himself 
with your safety.” 

“I’ll come with you,” aid Pen mutinously. 

“You will — for once in your life — do as yt>u are told,” 
said Sir Richard, and, lowering the unknown on to the bank, 
strode on down the track towards the clearing in the wood. 

Here the moonlight bathed the ground in its cold silver 
light. Sir Richard had no doubt that he would find Beverley 
Brandon, either stunned, or recovering from the effects of 
the blow which had felled him, bur as he stepped into the 
clearing he saw not only one man lying still on the ground, 
but a second on his knees beside him. 

Sir Richard trod softly, and it was not until he had 
approached to within a few feet of the little group that the 
kneeling man heard his footsteps, and looked quickly over 
his shoulder. The moonlight drained the world of colour, 
but even allowing for this the face turned towards Sir 
Richard was unnaturally pallid. It was the face of a very 
young man, and perfectly sttangd to Sir Richard. 

“Who are you?” The question was shot out in a hushed. 
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rather scared voice. The young man started to his feet, and 
took up an instinctively defensive pose. 

“I doubt whether my name will convey very much to you, 
but, for what it is worth, it is Wyndham. What has hap- 
pened here?” 

The boy seemed quite distracted, and replied in a shaken 
tone: “I don’t know. I found him here — like this. I — ^I 
think he’s dead!” 

“Nonsense!” said Sir Richard, putting him out of his 
vay, and in his turn kneeling beside Beverley’s inanimate 
body. There was a bruise on the livid brow, and when Sir 
Richard raised Beverley his head fell back in a way that told 
its own tale rather horribly. Sir Richard saw the tree-snimp, 
and realized that Beverley’s head must have struck it. He 
laid his body down again, and said without the least vestige 
of emotion: “You are perfectly right. His neck is broken.” 

The boy dragged a handkerchief out of his pocket, and 
wiped his brow with it. “My God, who did it? — I — ^I 
di^’t, you know!” 

“I don’t suppose you did,” Sir Richard replied, rising to 
his feet, and dusting the knees of his breeches. 

“But it’s the most shocking thing! He was staying with 
me, sir!” 

“Oh!” said Sir Richard, favouring him with a 'long, 
penetrating look. 

“He’s Beverley Brandon — Lord Saar’s younger son!” 

“I know very well who he is. You, I apprehend, are 
Mr. Piers Luttrell?” 

“Yes. Yes, I am. I knew him up at Oxford. Not very 
well, because I — ^well, to tell you the truth, I never liked 
him much. But a week ago he arrived at my home. He 
had been visiting friends, I think. I don’t know. But of 
course I — that is, my mother and I — asked him to stay, 
and he did. He has not been quite well — seemed to be in 
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need of rest, and — and country air. Indeed, I can’t conceive 
how he comes to be here now, for he retired to his room with 
one of his sick headaches. At least, that was what he told 
my mother.” 

“Then you did not come here in search of him?” 

“No, no! I came The fact is, I just came out to enjoy 

a stroll in the moonlight,” replied Piers, in a hurry. 

“I Sec.” There was a dry note in Sir Richard’s voice. 

“Why arejo« here?” demanded Piers. 

“For the same reason,” Sir Richard answered. 

“But you know Brandonl” 

“That circumstance does not, however, make me his 
murderer.” 

“Oh nol I did not mean — but it seems so strange that 
you should both be in Queen Charltonl” 

“I thought it tiresome, myself. My errand to Queen 
Charlton did not in any v y concern Beverley Brandon.” 

“Of course nctl I didn’t suppose — Sir, since you didn’t 
kill him, and I didn’t, who — who did, do you suppose? 
For he did not merely trip and fall, did he? There is that 
bruise on his forehead, and he was lying face upwards, just 
as you saw him. Someone struck him down!” 

“Yes, I think someone struck him down,” agreed Sir 
Richard. 

“I suppose you do not know who it might have been, 
sir?” 

"I wonder?” Sir pichard said thoughtfully. 

Piers waited, but as Sir Richard said no more, but stood 
looking frowningly down at Beverley’s body, he blurted 
out: “What ought I to do? Really, I do not knowl I have 
no experience in such matters. Perhaps you could advise 
me?” 

“I do not pretend to any very vast experience myself,' 
but I suggest that you should go home.” 
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"But we cam*t leave him here— can we?” 

"No, we can’t do that. I will inform the magistrate that 
there is — er — a corpse in the wood. No doubt he will 
attend to it.” 

"Yes, but I don’t wish to run away, you know,” Piers 
objected. “It is the most devilish, awkward situation, but of 
course I don’t dream of leaving you to — to explain it all to 
the magistrate. I shall have to say that it was I who found 
the body.” 

Sir Richard, who knew that the affair was one of extreme 
delicacy, and who had been wondering for several minutes 
in what way it could be handled so as to spare the Brandons 
as much humiliation as possible, did not feel that the entry 
of Piers Luttrell into the proceedings would facihtate his 
task. He cast another of his searching looks over the young 
man, and said: "Your doing so would serve no useful 
purpose, I believe. You had better leave it to me.” 

“You know something about itl” 

“Yes, I do. I am on terms of — er — considerable intimacy 
with the Brandons, and I know a good deal about Beverley’s 
activities. There is likely to be a peculiarly distasteful 
scandal arising out of this murder.” 

Piers nodded. "I was afnid of that. You know, sir, he 
was not at all the thing, and he knew some devilish odd 
people. A man came up to the house, enquiring for him only 
yesterday — a seedy sort of bully: I dare say you may be 
familiar with the type. Beverley* did not like it above half, 
I could see.” 

“Were you privileged to meet this man?” 

“Well, I saw him: I didn’t exchange two words with him. 
The servant came to tell Beverley that a Captain Trimble 
had called to see him, and Beverley was so much put out 
that I — well, I fear I did rather wonder what was in the 
wind.” 
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“Ahl” said Si? Richard. “The fact that you have met 
Trimble may — or may not — ^prove useful. Yes, I think you 
had better go home, and say nothing about this. No doubt 
the news of Beverley’s death will be conveyed to you 
to-morrow morning.” 

“But what shall I tell the constable, sir?” 

“Whatever he asks you,” replied Sir Richard. 

“Shall I say that I found Beverley here, with you?” asked 
Piers doubtfully. 

“I hardly think that he will ask you that question.” 

“But will he not wonder how it came about that I did not 
nuss Beverley?” 

“Did you not say that Beverley gave it out that he was 
retiring to bed? Why should you miss him?” 

“To-morrow morning?” 

“Yes, I think you might miss him at the breakfast-table,” 
conceded Sir Richard. 

“I see. Well, if you feel it to be right, sir, I — I own I 
would rather not divulge that I was in the wood to-night. 
But what must I say if I am asked if I know you?” 

“You don’t know me.” 

“N-no. No, I don’t, of course,” said Piers, apparently 
dieered by this reflection. 

“That if a pleasure in store for you. I came into this 
neighbourhood for the purpose of — er — making your 
acquaintance, but this seems hardly th noment to enter 
upon a matter which I have reason to suspect may prove 
extremely complicated.” 

“You came to see mtV* said Piers, astonished. “How 
can this be?” 

“If,” said Sir Richard, “you will come to see me at the 
‘George’ to-morrow — a very natural action on your part, in 
view of my discovery of your guest’s corpse — ^I will tell you 
just why I came to Queen Charlton in search of you.” 
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‘T am sure I am honoured— but I cannot conceive what 
your business with me may be, sirl” 

“That,” said Sir Richard, “does not surprise me nearly 
as much as my business is hkely to surprise you, Mr. 
Luttrelll” 



CHAPTER IX 


H aving got rid of Piers Luttrell, who, after peering 
at his watch surreptitiously, and several times looking 
about him as though in the expectation of seeing 
someone hiding amongst the trees, went off, rather reheved 
but much bewildered. Sir Richard walked away to rejoi^l^ 
Pen and the unknown lady. He found only Pen, seated on 
the bank with an air of aloof virtue, her hands folded primly 
on her knees. He paused, looking her over with a compre- 
hending eye. “And where,” he asked in conversational 
tones, “is your companion?” 

“She chose to go home,” responded Pen. ‘T dare say she 
grew tired of waiting for you o come back.” 

“Ah, no doubt! Did you by any chance, suggest to her 
that she should do so?” 

“No, because it was not at all necessary. She was very 
anxious to go. She said she wished she haa not come.” 
“Did she tell you why she had come?” 

“No. I asked her, of course, but she is such a silly little 
missish thing that she would do nothmg but cry, and say she 
was a wicked girl. Do you know what I i^ink, Richard?” 
“Probably.” 

“Well, it’s my belief she came to meet someone. She 
seems to me exactly the sort of female who would feel 
romantic just because there is a full moon. Besides, why else 
should she be here at this hour?” 

“Why indeed?” agreed Sir Richard. “I apprehend that 
you have little sympathy to spare for such folly?” 

“None at all,” said Pen. “In fact, I tlunk it’s silly, besides 
being improper.” 
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“You are severe!” 

“I can tell by your voice that you are laughing at me. 
I expect you are thinking of my climbing out of a window. 
But I was not going to meet a lover by moonlight! Such 
stuff!” 

“Fustian,” nodded Sir Richard. “Did she disclose the 
identity of her lover?” 

“No, but she said her own name was Lydia Daubenay. 
And no sooner had she told me that than she went off into 
another taking, and said she was distracted, and wished she 
had not told me. Really, I was quite glad when she decided 
to go home without waiting for you.” 

“Yes, I had rather gathered the impression that her 
company was not agreeable to you. I suppose it hardly 
signifies. She did not appear to me to be the kind of young 
woman who could be trusted to bear a still tongue in her 
head.” 

“Well, I don’t know,” said Pen thoughtfully. “She was 
80 frightened I quite think she may not say a word about 
the adventure. I have been considering the matter, and it 
seems to me that she must be in love with someone whom 
her parents do not wish her to marry.” 

“That,” said Sir Richard, “seems to be a feir conclusion.” 

“So that I shouldn’t be at all surprised if she edneeals the 
feet that she was in the wood to-night. By the way, was it 
the stammering-man?” 

“It was, and Miss Daubenay was right in her suspicion: 
he is dead.” 

Miss Creed accepted this with fortitude. “Well, if he is, 
I can tell you who killed him. That girl told me all over 
again how it happened, and there is no doubt that the other 
man was Captain Trimble. And he did it to get the 
necklace!” 

“Admirable!” said Sir Richard. 
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“It is as plain as a pikestaff. And now that I come to 
think of it, it may very likely be all for the best. Of course, 
I am sorry for the stammering-man, but you can’t deny that 
he was a very disagreeable person. Besides, I know 
perfectly well that he was threatening you. That is why I 
followed you. Now we are rid of the whole affairl” 

“Not quite, I fear. You must not think that I am unmoved 
by your heroic behaviour, but I could wish that you had 
gone to bed. Pen.” 

“Yes, but I find that most unreasonable of you,” objected 
Pen. “It seems to me that you want to keep all the adventure 
for yourselfl” 

“I appreciate your feelings,” said Sir Richard, “but I 
would point out to you that your situation is a trifle — shall 
we say irregular? — and that we have been at considerable 
pains to excite no undue attention. Hence that abominable 
stage-coach. The last thing 'n the world I desire is to see 
you brought forward as a witness to this affair. If Miss 
Daubenay does not disclose her share in it, you may yet 
escape notice, but, to tell you the truth, I place little 
dependence on Miss Daubenay’s discretion.” 

“Oh!” said Pen, digesting this. “You think there may be 
a little awkwardness if it should be discovered that I am not 
a boy? Pgrhaps we had better leave Queen Charlton?” 

“No, that would indeed be fatal. We are now committed 
to this adventure. I am going to inforr.' 'c local magistrate 
that I have discovered a corpse in this spinney. As you have 
encountered Miss Daubenay, upon whose discrction-we have 
decided to place no rehance, I shall mention the fact that 
you accompanied me upon my evening siroll, and we must 
trust that no particular notice will be taken of you. By tl)j| 
way, brat, I think you had better become my young cousin — 
my remote young cousin.” 

“Ahl” said Miss Creed, gratified. “My own story!” 
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“Your own story.** 

“Well, I must say I am glad you don*t wish to run away,** 
she confided. “You cannot conceive how much I am 
enjoying myselfl I dare say it is otherwise with you, but, you 
see, I have had such a very dull life up till nowl And FU 
tell you another thing, Richard: naturally I am very anxious 
to find Piers, but I think we had better not send any word 
to him until we have finished this adventure.” 

He was silent for a moment. “Are you very anxious to 
fi«d Piers?” he asked at last. 

“Of course I ami Why, that is why we camel” 

“Very true. I was forgetting. You will sec Piers 
to-morrow morning, I fancy.” 

She got up from the bank. “I shall see him to-morrow? 
But how do you know?” 

*T should have mentioned to you that I have just had the 
felicity of meeting him.” 

“Piers?” she exclaimed. “Here? In the wood?” 

“Over Beverley Brandon’s body.” 

“I thought I heard voices! But how did he come 
to be here? And why didn’t you bring him to me 
directly?” 

Sir Richard took time over his answer. “You see, I was 
imder the impression that Miss Daubenay was^ still with 
you,” he explained. 

“Oh, I seel” said Pen innocently. “Yes, indeed, you did 
quite rightl We don’t want her to be included in our 
adventure. But did you tell Piers about me?” 

“The moment did not seem to be propitious,” confessed 
Sir Richard. “I told him to come to visit me at the ‘George’ 
to-morrow morning, and on no account to divulge his 
presence in the wood to-night.” 

“What a surprise it will be to him when he finds me at 
the George!” said Pen gleefully. 
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‘*Yes,” said Sir Richard. “I think it will be — a surprise 
to him.” 

She fell into step beside him on their way back to the 
road. am glad you did not tell him! I suppose he had 
come to look for the stammering-man? I can’t conceive how 
he could have had such a disagreeable person to visit him!” 

Sir Richard, who had rarely, during the twenty-nine years 
of his existence, found himself at a loss, now discovered that 
he was totally incapable of imparting his own suspicions to 
liis trusting companion. Apparently, it had not occurred to 
her that the sentiments of her old playfellow might have 
undergone a change; and so fixed in her mind was a five-year- 
old pact of betrothal that it had not entered her head to 
question either its durable qualities, or its desirability. She 
evidently considered herself phghted to Piers Luttrell, a 
circumstance which had no doubt had much to do with her 
friendly acceptance of Sir Richard’s companionship. Phrases 
of warning half-formed thcii.jelves in Sir Richard’s brain, 
and were rejected. Piers would have to do his explaining; 
Sir Richard could only hope that upon coming face to fecq 
with him after a lapse of years. Pen might discover that as 
he had outgrown a childhood’s fancy, so too had she. 

They entered the George together. Pen went up to bed 
at a nod from Sir Richard, but Sir Richard rang the bell for 
a servant. A sleepy waiter came in ans'w er to the summons, 
and, upon being asked for the dire* I'on of the nearest 
magistrate, said that Sir Jasper Luttrell was the nearest, but 
was away from home. He knew of no other, so Sir Richard 
desired him to fetch the landlord to him, and sat down to 
write a short note to whom it might concern. 

When the landlord canie into the parlour. Sir Richard 
was shaking the sand off the single sheet of paper. He folded 
it, and sealed it with a wafer, and upon being told that Mr. 
John Philips, of Whitchurch, was the nearest available 
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magistrate, wrote this gentleman’s name on the note. As 
he wrote, he said in his calm way: “I shall be obliged to you 
if you will have this letter conveyed directly to Mr. Philips.” 

“To-night, sir?” 

“To-night. Mr. Philips will, I imagine, come back with 
your messenger. If he asks for me, show him into this room. 
Ah, and lan^ordl” 

“Sir?” 

“A bowl of rum punch. I will mix it myself.” 

**Yes, sirl Immediately, sirl” said the landlord, relieved 
to receive such a normal command. 

He lingered for a moment, trying to summon up sufficient 
resolution to ask the fine London gentleman why he wanted 
to see a magistrate thus urgently. Sir Richard’s qui 27 ing- 
glass came up, and the landlord withdrew in haste. The 
waiter would have followed him, but was detained by Sir 
Richard’s uplifted forefinger. 

“One moment! Who gave you the note which you 
delivered to me this evening?” 

“It was Jem, sir — the tapster. It was when I went up to 
the bat for a pint of burgundy for a gentleman dimng in the 
cofibe-room that Jem gave it to me. It was Captain Trimble 
who picked it up off the ground, where it was a-laying. It 
got swep’ off the bar, I dessay, sir, the taproom being 
crowded at the time, and Jem with his hands full.” 

“Thank you,” said Sir Richard. “That is all.” 

The waiter went away considerably mystified. Sir Richard, 
on the other hand, felt that the mystery had been satis- 
factorily explained, and sat down to await the landlord’s 
return with the ingredients for a bowl of punch. 

Mr. Phihps’ residence was*situated some five miles from 
Queen Charlton, and it was consequently some time .before 
the clatter of horses’ hooves in the street heralded his 
arrival. Sir Richard was squeezing the lemon into the punch- 
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bowl when he was ushered into the parlour, and looked up 
fleetingly to say: “Ah, how do you do? Mr. Philips, I 
apprehend?” 

Mr. Philips was a gri2zled gentleman with a harassed 
frown, and a slight paunch. 

“Your servant, sirl Have I the honour of addressing Sir 
Richard Wyndham?” 

“Mine, sir, is the honour,” said Sir Richard absently, 
intent upon his punch. 

“Sir,” said Mr. Philips, “your very extraordinary com- 
munication — I may say, your unprecedented disclosure — 
has, as you perceive, brought me immediately to enquire 
into this incredible affairl” 

“Very proper,” said Sir Richard. “You will wish to visit 
the scene of the crime, I imagine. I can give you the 
direction, but no doubt the village constable is familiar with 
the locality. The body, Mr. Philips, is — or was — lying in 
the clearing in the middle of uie spinney, a little way down 
the road.” 

“Do you mean to tell me, sir, that this story is true?” 
demanded the magistrate. 

“Certainly it is true. Dear me, did you suppose me to 
be so heartless as to drag you out at this hour on a fooPs 
errand? ^re you in favour of adding the jujce of one or of 
two lemons?” 

Mr. Philips, whose eyes had been cr.*^’ dly observing Sir 
Richard's proceedings, said, without thinking: “Onel One 
is enoughl” 

“I feel sure you are right,” said Sir Richard. 

“You know, sir, I must ask you some questions about 
this extraordinary afiairl” said Philips, recollecting his 
errand. 

“So you shall, sir, so you shall. Would you like to ask 
them now, or after you have disposed of the body?” 
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“I shall first repair to the scene of the murder,** declared 
Philips. 

“Goodl” said Sir Richard. "I will engage to have the 
punch ready against your return.” 

Mr. Philips felt that this casual way of treating the affidr 
was quite out of order, but the prospect of returning to a 
bowl of hot rum punch was so agreeable that he decided to 
overlook any trifling irregularity. When he returned to the 
inn, half an hour later, he was feeling chilled, for it was now 
past midnight and he had not taken his overcoat with him. 
Sir Richard had caused a fire to be kindled in the wainscoted 
parlour, and from the bowl on the table, which he was 
stirring with a long-handled spoon, there arose a very 
fragrant and comforting aroma. Mr. Philips rubbed his 
hands together, and could not refrain from ejaculating: 
“Ha!” 

Sir Richard looked up, and smiled. His smile had won 
more hearts than Mr. Philips’, and it had a visible effect on 
that gentleman. 

“Well, well, well! I won’t deny that’s a very welcome 
smell. Sir Richard! A fire, too! Upon my word, I’m glad to 
seek! Gets chilly at night, very chilly! A bad business, sir! a 
very bad business!*’ 

Sir Richard ladled the steaming brew into two glasses, 
and gave one to the magistrate. “Draw up a chair to the 
fire, Mr. Philips. It is, as you say, a very bad business. I 
should tell you that I am intimately acquainted with the 
fiunily of the deceased.” 

Mr. Philips fished Sir Richard’s note out of his pocket. 
“Yes, yes, just as I supposed, sir. I do not know how you 
wotild otherwise have furnished me with the poor man’s 
name. You know him, in fact. Precisely! He was travelling 
in your company, perhaps?” 

“No,” said Sk Richard, taking a chak on the opposite 
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side of the fiteplace. “He was staying with a friend who 
lives in the neighbourhood. The name was, I think, Luttrell.” 

“Indeed! This becomes more and more But pray 

continue, sir! You were not, then, together?” 

“No, nothing of the sort. I came into the west country on 
family affairs. I need not burden you with them, I think.” 

“Quite, qmte! Family affairs: yes! Go on, sir! How came 
you to discover Mr. Brandon’s body?” 

“Oh, by accident! But it will be better, perhaps, if I 
recount my share in this affair from its start.” 

“Certainly! Yes! Pray do so, sir! This is a remarkably 
good bowl of punch, I may say.” 

“I am generally thought to have something of a knack 
with a punch-bowl,” bowed Sir Richard. “To go back, 
then, to the start! You have no doubt heard, Mr. Philips, of 
the Brandon diamonds?” 

From the startled expre ’on in the magistrate’s eyes, and 
the slight dropping of his jaw, it was apparent that he had 

not. He said: “Diamonds? Really, I fear No, I must 

confess that I had not heard of the Brandon diamonds.” 

“Then, I should explain that they mak up a certain famous 
necklace, worth, I dare say, anything you like.” 

“Upon my word! An heirloom! Yes, yes, but in what 
way — 

“While on my way to Bristol with a young relative of 
mine, a slight accident befell our coa and we were forced 
to put up for the night at a small inn neat Wroxham. There, 
sir, I encountered an individual who seemed to me — but I 
am not very well-versed in these matters — a somewhat 
questionable character. How questionable I did not know 
until the following morning, when a Bow Street Runner 
arrived at the inn.” 

“Good God, sir! This is the most But I interrupt 

you!” 
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“Not at all,” said Sir Richard politely. “I left the inn 
while the Runner was interrogating this individual. It was 
not until my young cousin and I had proceeded some way 
on our journey that I discovered in my pocket a purse 
containing the Brandon necklace.” 

The magistrate sat bolt upright in his chair. “You amaze 
me, sir! You astonish me! The necklace in your pocket? 
Really, I do not know what to say!” 

“No,” agreed Sir Richard, rising and refilling his guest’s 
glass. “I was rather taken aback myself. In fact, it was some 
time before I could think how it came to be there.” 

“No wonder, no wonderl Most understandable, indeed! 
You recognized the necklace?” 

“Yes,” said Sir Richard, returning to his chair. “I 
recognized it, but — really, I am amazed at my own stupidity! 
— I did not immediately connect it with the individual 
encountered near Wroxham. The question was then not so 
much how it came to be in my possession, as how to restore 
it to Lord Saar with the least possible delay. I could picture 
Lady Saar’s dismay at such an irreparable loss! Ah — a lady 
of exquisite sensibility, you understand!” 

The magistrate nodded his comprehension. The rum 
punch was warming him quite as much as the fire, and he 
had a not unpleasant sensation of mixing with* exalted 
persons. 

“Happily — or perhaps I should say, in the light of future 
events, unhappily” continued Sir Richard, “I recalled that 
Beverley Brandon — he was Saar’s younger son, I should 
mention — ^was staying in this neighbourhood. I repaired 
instantly to this inn, therefore, and, being fortunate enough 
to meet Brendon just beyond the village, gave the necklace 
to him without further ado.” ^ 

The magistrate set down his glass. “You gave the neck- 
lace to him? Did he know that it had been stolen?” 



THE CORINTHIAN 


157 

**By no means. He was as astonished as I was, but engaged 
himself to restore it immediately to his father. I considered 
the matter satisfactorily settled — Saar, you know, having 
the greatest dislike of any kind of notoriety, such as must 
accrue from the theft, and the subsequent proceedings.” 

“Sir!” said Mr. Philips, “do you mean to imply that this 
unfortunate young man was murdered for the sake of the 
necklace?” 

“That,” said Sir Richard, “is what I fear may have 
happened.” 

“But this is shockingl Upon my word, sir, I am quite 
dumbfounded! — what — who can have known that the 
necklace was in his possession?” 

“I should have said that no one could have known it, but, 
upon consideration, I imagine that the individual who hid it 
in my pocket may well have followed me to this place, wait- 
ing for an opportunity to g * it back into his possession.” 

“True! very true! You have been spied upon! Yet you 
have not seen that man in Queen Charlton?” 

“Do you think he would— cr —let me see him?” enquired 
Sir Richard, evading this question. 

“No. No, indeed! Certainly not! But this must be looked, 
tol” 

“Yesi” agreed Sir Richard, pensively swinging his eye- 
glass on the end of its ribbon. “And T think you might, with 
advantage, look to the sudden disappt., mce from this inn of 
a flashy person calling himself Captain Trimble, Mr. 
PhiUps.” * 

“Really, sirl This becomes more and more Pray, 

what reason have you for supposing that this man may be 
implicated in the murder?” 

“JiVell,” said Sir Richard slowly, “some chance words 
which I let fall on the subject of — ah — ^waistcoats, sent 
Captain Trimble off hot-foot to Bristol.” 
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The magistrate blinked, and directed an accusing glance 
towards his half-empty glass. A horrid suspicion that the 
rum punch had affected his understanding was dispelled, 
however, by Sir Richard’s next words. 

“My acquaintance at the inn near Wroxham wore a 
catskin waistcoat. A casual reference to this circumstance 
had the surprising effect of arousing the Captain’s curiosity. 
He asked me in what direction the man in the catskin waist- 
coat had been travelling, and upon my saying that I believed 
him to be bound for Bristol, he left the inn — er — in- 
continent.” 

“I seel yes, yes, I seel An accomplice!” 

“My own feeling,” said Sir Richard, “is that he was an 
accomplice who had been — er — bubbled.” 

The magistrate appeared to be much struck by this. 
“Yesl I see it alll Good God, this is a terrible affair! 1 have 

never been called upon to But you say this Captain 

Trimble went off to Bristol, sir?” 

“He did. But I have since learned, Mr. Philips, that he 
was back at this inn at six o’clock this evening. Ah! I should, 
I see, szy yesterday evening;” he added with a glance at the 
.clock on the mantelpiece. 

Mr. Philips drew a long breath. “Your disclosures. Sir 

Richard, open up — are in fact, of such a nature as«to 

Upon my word, I never thought But the murder! You 

discovered this, sir?” 

“I discovered Brandon’s body,” corrected Sir Richard. 

“How came you to do this, sir? You had a suspicion? 
You ” 

“None at all. It was a warm evening, and I stepped out to 
enj()y a stroll in the moonlight. Chance alone led my foot- 
steps to the wood where I found my unfortunate yqpng 
friend’s body. It is only since making that melancholy dis- 
covery that I have pierced together the — er — evidence.” 
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Mr. Philips had a hazy idea that chance had played an 
over-important part in Sir Richard’s adventures, but he was 
aware that the punch he had drunk had slightly clouded his 
intellect. He said guardedly: “Sir, the story you have 
unfolded is of a nature which — ^in short, it must be carefully 
sifted. Yes, indeed. Carefully siftedl I must request you 
not to remove from this neighbourhood imtil I have had 
time — pray do not misunderstand mel There is not the 
least suggestion, I assure you, of ” 

“My dear sir, I don’t misunderstand you, and I have no 
intention of removing from this inn,” said Sir Richard 
soothingly. “I am aware that you have, so far, only my word 
for it that I am indeed Richard Wyndham.” 

“Oh, as to that, I am sure — ^no suggestion of eiisbelieving 

But my duty is prescribed! You will appreciate my 

position, I am persuaded!” 

“Perfectly!” said Sir Richard “I shall hold myself wholly 
at your disposal. You, as a man of the world, will, I am 
assured, appreciate the need of the exercise of — ah — the 
most delicate discretion in handling this affair.” 

Mr. Philips, who had once spent three w^ks in Lxindon, 
was flattered to think that the imprint of that short sojourn 
was pronounced enough to be discernible to such a personage 
as Beau >3Jyndham, and swelled with pride. Native caution, 
however, warned him that his investigation had better be 
postponed to a more sober moment. He ^e to his feet with 
careful dignity, and set his empty glass down on the table. 
“I am obliged to you!” he pronounced. “I shall wait upon 
you to-morrow — no, to-day! I must consider this af&ir. A 
terrible business! I think one may say, a terrible business!” 

Sir Richard agreed to this, and after a meticulous et 
change of courtesies, Mr. Philips took his leave. Sir Richard 
snuffed the candles, and went up to be4, not dissatisfied with 
his night’s work. 
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In the morning. Pen was first down. The day was fine, 
and her cravat, she flattered herself, very well tied. There 
was a suggestion of a prance about her gait as she sallied 
forth to inspect the weather. Sir Richard, no believer in 
early rising, had ordered breakfast for nine o’clock, and it 
was as yet only eight. A maid-servant was engaged in 
sweeping the floor of the private parlour, and a bored 
waiter was spreading clean cloths over the tables in the 
coffee-room. As Pen passed t’lrough the entrance-parlour, 
the landlord, who was conversing in low tones with a 
gentleman unknown to her, looked round, and exclaimed: 
“Here is the young gentleman himself, sirl” 

Mr. Philips, confronted with the biggest crime ever 
committed within the limits of his jurisdiction, had perhaps 
imbibed too strong a brew of rum punch on the previous 
evening, but he was a zealous person, and, in spite of awak- 
ing with a very bad head, he had lost no time in getting out 
of his comfortable bed, and riding back to Queen Charlton 
to continue his investigations. As Pen paused, he stepped 
forward, and bade her a civil good-morning. She responded, 
wishing that Sir Richard would come downstairs; and upon 
Mr. Philips’ asking her, in a tone of kindly patronage, 
whether she was Sir Richard’s young cousin, assented, and 
hoped that the magistrate would not ask for her name. 

He did not. He said: “Now, you were with Sir Richard 
when he discovered this very shocking crime, were you not, 
young man?” 

“Well, not precisely,” said Pen. 

“Oh? How is that?” 

“I was, and I wasn’t,” Pen explained, with an earnestness 
wl;iich robbed the words of flippancy. “I didn’t see the body.” 

“No? Just tell me exactly what happened. No need 
to feel any alarm, you knowl If you walked out with 
your cousin, how came you to have separated?” 
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*‘Well, sit, there was an owl,” confided Pen unblushingly. 

“Come, come! An 

“Yes: my cousin said that too.** 

“Said what?’* 

“Come, come! He is not interested in bird-life.** 

“Ah, I see! You collect eggs, eh? That’s it, is it?” 

“Yes, and also 1 like to watch birds.” 

Mr. Philips smiled tolerantly. He wondered how old this 
slim boy was, and thought it a pity the young fellow should 
be so efleminate; but he was a country man himself, and 
dimly he could recall the bird-watching days of his youth. 
“Yes, yes, I understand! You went off on your own to try 
to catch a glimpse of this owl: well, I have done the same in 
my time! And so you were not with your good cousin 
when he reached the clearing in the wood?” 

“No, but I met him on his return, and of course he told 
me what he had found.” 

“I dare say, but hearsay, my boy, is not evidence,” said 
Mr. Philips, nodding dismissal. 

Pen made for the door, feeling that she had extricated 
herself from a difficult situation with apl mb. The landlord 
ran after her with a sealed letter. “If I was not forgetting! 
I beg pardon, sir, but a young person brought this for you 
not an hour ago. Leastways, it v/as fc>r a young gentleman 
of the name of Wyndham. Would that be in mistake for 
yourself, sir?” 

Pen took the letter, and looked at it with misgiving. “A 
young person?” she repeated. 

“Well, sir, it was one of the servant-girls from Major 
Daubenay’s.” 

“Oh!” said Pen. “Oh, very well! Thank you!” 

She passed out into the village street, and after dubiously 
regarding the direction on the note, which was to 
“Wyndham Esq.,” and written in a round schoolgirl’s 
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hand, she broke the seal, and spread open the single sheet. 

**Dear Sir” the letter began, primly enough, ”T6e 
Unfortunate Being whom you befriended last night, is in Desperate 
Case, and begs that you will come to the little orchard next to the 
road at eight d clock punctually, because it is vital that I should have 
Private S peech with you. Do not fail. Your obliged servant, 

”Lydia Daubenay.” 

It was plain that Miss Daubenay had written this missive 
in considerable agitation. Greatly intrigued. Pen enquired 
the way to Major Daubcnay’s house of a baker’s boy, and 
set off down the dusty road. 

By the time she had reached the appointed rendezvous it 
was half-past eight, and Miss Daubenay was pacing up and 
down impatiently. A thick, high hedge shut the orchard off 
from sight of the house, and a low wall enclosed it from the 
road. Pen climbed on to this without much difficulty, and 
was greeted by an instant accusation: “Oh, you are so late! 
I have been waiting agesl” 

“Well, I am sorry, but I came as soon as I had read your 
letter,” said Pen, jumping down into the orchard. “Why do 
you wish to see me?” 

Miss Daubenay wrung her hands, and uttered in tense 
accents: “Everything has gone awry. I am quite distractedi 
I don’t know what to do!” 

Pen betrayed no particular solicitude at this moving 
speech, but critically looked Miss Daubenay over. 

She was a pretty child, about the same age as Pen herself, 
but shorter, and much plumper. She had a profusion of nut- 
brown ringlets, a pair of fawn-like brown eyes, and a soft 
rosebud of a mouth. She was dressed in a white muslin 
dress, high-waisted, and frilled about the ankles, and with a 
great many pale-blue bows of ribbon with long fluttering 
epds. She raised her melting eyes to Pen’s face, and breathed: 
"Can I trust you?” 
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Miss Creed was a literal-minded female, and instead of 
responding with promptness and true chivalry, she replied 
cautiously: “Well, probably you can, but I am not siure till I 
know what it is that you want.” 

Miss Daubenay seemed a little daunted for a moment, 
and said in a soft moan: “1 am in such a takingl I have been 
very, very silly!” 

Pen found no difficulty in believing this. She said: 
“Well, don’t stand there wringing your hands! Let us sit 
down under that tree.” 

Lydia looked doubtful. “Will it not be damp?” 

“No, of course not! Besides, what if it were?” 

“Oh, the grass might stain my dress!” 

“It seems to me,” said Pen severely, “that if you are 
bothering about your dress you cannot be in such great 
trouble.” 

“Oh, but I am!” said Lydia sinking down on to the turf, 
and clasping her hands at her bosom. “I do not know what 
you will say, or what you will think of me! I must have been 
mad! Only you were kind to me last night, and I thought I 
could trust you!” 

“I dare say you can,” said Pen. “But 1 wish you will tell 
me what is the matter, because I have not yet had any 
breakfast,tand ” 

“If I had thought that you would be so imsympathetic I 
would never, never have sent for you!” leclared Lydia in 
tremulous accents. 

“Well, it is very difficult to be sympathetic when a person 
will do nothing but wring her hands, and say the sort of 
things there really is no answer to,” said Pen reasonably. 
“Do start at the beginning!” 

Miss Daubenay bowed her head. “I am the most unhappy 
creature alive!” she announced. “I haye the misfortune to be 
secretly betrothed to one whom my father will not tolerate.” 
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“Yes, I thought you were. I suppose you went to meet 
him in the wood last night?” 

“Alas, it is truel But do not judge me hastilyl He is the 
most unexceptionable — the most ” 

“If he is unexceptionable,*’ interrupted Pen, “why won’t 
your &.thet tolerate him?” 

“It is all wicked prcjudicel” sighed Lydia. “My father 
quanrellcd with his father, and they don’t speak.” 

“Ohl What did they quarrel about?” 

“About a piece of land,” said Lydia mournfully. 

“It sounds very silly.” 

“It is silly. Only they are perfectly serious about it, and 
they do not care a fig for our sufferings! Wc have been forced 
to this hateful expedient of meeting in secret. I should tell 
you that my betrothed is the soul of honour! Subterfuge is 
repugnant to him, but what can we do? Wc love each otherl” 

“Why don’t you run away?” suggested Pen practically. 

Startled eyes leapt to hers. “Run where?” 

“To Gretna Green, of course.” 

“Oh, I could not! Only think of the scandal!” 

“I do think you should try not to be so poor-spirited. 
However, I dare say you can’t help it.” 

“You are the rudest boy I ever met!” exclaimed Lydia, 
“I declare I wish I had not sent for you!” 

“So do I, because this seems to me a silly story, and not 
in the least my concern,” said Pen frankly. “Oh, pray don’t 
start to cry! There, I am sorry! I didn’t mean to be unkind! 
But why did you send for me?” 

“Because, though you are rude and horrid, you did 
not seem to me like other young men, and I thought you 
would understand, and not take advantage of me.” 

Pen gave a sudden mischievous chuckle. “I shan’t do 
that, at all events! Oh dear, I am getting so hungry! Do tell 
me why you sent for me!” 
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Miss Daubenay dabbed her eyes with a wisp of a hand- 
kerchief. “I was so distracted last night I scarce knew what 1 
was doingl And when I reached home, the most dreadful 
thing happened! Papa saw mel Oh, sir, he accused me of 

having gone out to meet P to meet my betrothed, and 

said I should be packed off again to Bath this very day, to 
stay with my Great-Aunt Augusta. The horridest, most 
disagreeable old woman! Nothing but backgammon, and 
spying, and everything of the most hateful! Sir, I felt 
myself to be in desperate case! Indeed, I said it before I had 
time to recollect the consequences!” 

“Said what?” asked Pen, patient but bored. 

Miss Daubenay bowed her head again. “That it was not — 
not that man I had gone to meet, but another, whom I had 
met in Bath, when I was sent to Great-Aunt Augusta to — ^to 
cure me of what Papa called my infatuation! I said I had been 
in the habit of meeting thi*" other man c-clandestinely, 
because I thought that would make Papa afraid to send me 
back to Bath, and might perhaps even reconcile him to the 
Real Man.” 

“Oh!” said Pen doubtfully. “And did it?” 

“No! He said he did not believe me.” 

“Well, I must say I’m not surprised at that.” 

“Yes, but in the end he did, and now I wish I had never 
said it. He said if there was Another Man, who was it?” 

“You ought to have thought of that He was bound to 
ask that question, and you must have looked very silly when 
you could not answer.” 

“But I did answer!” whispered Miss Daubenay, ap- 
parently overcome. 

“But how could you, if there wasn’t another man?” 

“I said it was youl” said Miss Daubenay despairingly. 



CHAPTER X 


T he effect of this confession upon Pen was not quite 
what Miss Daubenay had expected. She gasped, 
choked, and went off into a peal of laughter. Affronted, 
Miss Daubenay said: “1 don’t see what there is to laugh 
at!” ’ 

“No, I dare say you don’t,” said Pen, mopping her eyes. 
“But it is excessively amusing for all that. What made you 
say anything so silly?” 

“1 couldn’t think of anything else to say. And as for its 
being silly, you may think me very lU-fevoured, but I have 
already had several suitors!” 

“I Aink you are very pretty, but I am not going to be a 
suitor,” said Pen firmly. 

“I don’t want you to be! For one thing, I find you quite 
odiously rude, and for another you are much too young, 
which is why I chose you, because I thought I should be 
quite safe in so doing.” 

“Well you are, but I never heard of an 3 rthing so foolish in 
my life! Pray, what was the use of telling your father such 
fibs?” 

“I told you,” said Lydia crossly. ‘T scarcely knew what I 

was saying, and I thought But everything has gone 

awry!” 

Pen looked at her with misgiving. “What do you 
mean?” 

“Papa is going to wait on your cousin this morning.” 
“What!” exclaimed Pen. 

Lydia nodded. “Yes, and he is not angry at all. He is 
pleased!” 
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“Pleased? How can he be pleased at your holding clan- 
destine meetings with a strange man?” 

“To be sure, he did say that that was very wrong of me. 
But he asked me your name. Of course I don’t know it, but 
your cousin told me his name was Wyndham, so I said yours 
was too.” 

“Butitisn’tl” 

“Well, how was I to know that?” demanded Lydia, 
aggrieved. “I had to say somethingl” 

“You are the most unprincipled girl in the worldl 
Besides, why should he be pleased just because you said my 
name was Wyndham?” 

“Apparently,” said Lydia gloomily, “the W3mdhams are 
all fabulously wealthy.” 

“You must tell him without any loss of time that I am ao/ 
a Wyndham, and that I haven’t any money at all!” 

“How can I tell him anything of the kind? I think you are 
most unreasonable! Do but consider! If I said now that I 
had been mistaken in your name he would suppose you to 
have been trifling with me!” 

“But you cannot expect me to pretend to be in love with 
you!” Pen said, aghast. 

Lydia sniffed. “Nothing could be more repulsive to me 
than suyh a notion. I am already sorry that I mentioned you 
to Papa. Only I d/d, and now I don’t know wliat to do. He 
would be so angry if he knew that I had lade it all up!” 

“Well, I am very sorry, but it seems to me quite your own 
fault, and I wash my hands of it,” said Pen. 

She glanced at Miss Daubenay’s flower-like countenance, 
and made a discovery. Miss Daubenay’s soft chin had 
acquired a look of obstinacy; the £a.wn-like eyes stared back 
at her with a mixture of appeal and determination. “You 
can’t wash your hands of it. I told you that Papa was going 
to seek an interview with your cousin to-day.” 
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“You must stop him.” 

“I can’t. You don’t know Papal” 

“No, and I don’t want to know him,” Pen pointed out. 

“If I told him it had all been lies, I do not know what he 
might not do. I won’t do itl I don’t care what you may say: 
I 

“Well, I shall deny every word of your story.” 

“Then,” said Lydia, not without triumph, “Papa will do 
something dreadful to you, because he will thmk it is you 
who are telhng liesl” 

"It seems to me that unless he is a great fool he must 
know you well enough by now to guess that it is jou who 
have told hes!” said Pen, with asperity. 

“It’s no use being disagreeable and rude,” said Lydia. 
“Papa thinks you followed me to Queen Charlton.” 

“You mean you told him so,” said Pen bitterly. 

“Yes, I did. At least, he asked me, and I said yes before I 
had had time to think.” 

“Really, you are the most brainless creature! Do you 
never think?” said Pen, quite exasperated. “Just look what a 
coil you’ve created! Either your Papa is coming to ask me 
what my intentions are, or — which I think a great deal more 
likely — to complain to Richard about my conduct! Oh dear, 
whatever will Richard say to this fresh disturbance?” 

It was plain that all this meant nothing to Miss Daubenay. 
For form’s sake, she repeated that she was very sorry, but 
added: “I hoped you would be able to help me. But you are 
a boy! You don’t understand what it means to be persecuted 
as I am!” 

This remark could not but strike a chord of sympathy. 
“As a matter of feet, I do know,” said Pen. “Only, if 
helping you means offering for your hand, I won’t do 
it. The more I think of it, the more ridiculous it seems 
to me that you should have dragged me into it. How 
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could such an absurd tale possibly be of use?” 

Lydia sighed. “One does not think of those things in the 
heat of the moment. Besides, I didn’t really mean to drag 
you in. It — it just happened.” 

“I don’t see how it could have happened if you didn’t 
mean it.” 

“One thing led to another,” Lydia explained vaguely. 
“Almost before I knew it, the whole story had — had grown 
up. Of course I don’t wish you to offer for my hand, but I 
do think you might pretend you want to, so that Papa shan’t 
suspect me of telling lies.” 

“No!” said Pen. 

“I think you are very unkind,” whimpered Lydia. “I 
shall be sent back to Bath, and Great-Aunt Augusta will spy 
on me, and I shall never see Piers again!” 

“Who?” Pen’s head was jerked round. **Who will you 
never see again?” 

“Oh, please do not ask me! I did not mean to mention his 
name!” 

“Are you ” Pen stopped, rather white of face, and 

started again; “Are you betrothed to Piers i^urtrell?” 

“You know him!” Miss Daubenay clasped ecstatic hands. 

“Yes,” said Pen, feeling as though the pit of her stomach 
had suddenly vanished. “Yes, I know him.” 

“Then you will help me!” 

Miss Creed’s clear blue eyes met ..liss Daubenay’s 
swimming brown ones. Miss Creed drew a long breath. 
“Is — is Piers indeed in love with you?” she asked in- 
credulously. 

Miss Daubenay bridled. “You need not sound so sur- 
prised! We have been plighted for a whole yearl Why do 
you look so oddly?” 

“I beg your pardon,” apologized Pen. “But how he must 
bave changed! It is very awkward!” 
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"Why?” asked Lydia, staring. 

“Well, it — it — ^you wouldn’t understand. Has he been 
meeting you in woods for a whole year?” 

"No, because Papa sent me to Bath, and Sir Jasper 
forbade him to see me any more, and even Lady Luttrell 
said we were too young. But we love each otherl” 

“It seems extraordinary,” said Pen, shaking her head. 
“You know, I find it very hard to believel” 

“You are the horridest boyl It is perfectly true, and if you 
know Piers you may ask him for yourself! I wish I had 
never clapped eyes on you!” 

“So do I,” replied Pen frankly. 

Miss Daubenay burst into tears. Pen surveyed her xsith 
interest, and asked presently in the voice of one probing 
mysteries: “Do you always cry as much as this? Do you— 
do you cry at Piers?” 

“I don’t cry at people!” sobbed Miss Daubenay. “And if 
Piers knew how horrid you have been to me he would very 
likely knock you down!” 

Pen gave a hiccup of laughter. This incensed Lydia so 
much that she stopped crying, and dramatically commanded 
Pen to leave the orchard inunediately. However, when she 
discovered that Pen was only too ready to take her at her 
word, she ran after her, and clasped her by the arm. “No, 
no, you cannot go until we have decided what is to be done. 
You won’t — oh, you can't be cruel enough to deny my story 
to Papal” 

Pen considered this. “Well, provided you won’t e]q)ect 
trie to offer for you ” 

“No, no, I promise I won’t!” 

Pen frowned. “Yes, but it’s of no use. There is only one 
thing for it: you will have to run away.” 

“But ” 

“Now, don’t bdgin to talk about the scandal, and spoiling 
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70UI dressl” begged Pen. “For one thing, it is odiously 
missish, and for another Piers will never be able to bear it.” 

“Piers,” said Miss Daubenay, with swelling bosom, 
“thinks me Perfectl” 

“I haven’t seen Piers for a long time, but he cat^t have 
grown up as stupid as that!” Pen pointed out. 

“Yes, he — oh, I hate you, I hate you!” cried Lydia, 
stamping her foot. “Besides, how can I run away?” 

“Oh, Piers will have to arrange it! If Richard doesn’t 
object, I daresay I may help him,” Pen assured her. “You 
will have to escape at dead of night, of course, which puts 
me in mind of a very important thing: you will need a rope- 
ladder.” 

“I haven’t a rope-ladder,” objected Lydia. 

“Well, Piers must make one for you. If he throws it up to 
your window, you could attach it securely, could you not, 
and climb down it?” 

“I would rather escape by the door,” said Lydia, gazing 
helplessly up at her. 

“Oh, very well, but it seems rather tame! However, it is 
quite your own afhdr. Piers will be waiti..g for you with a 
post-chaise-and-four. You will leap up into it, and the 
horses will spring forward, and you will fly for the Border! 
I can seest all!” declared Pen, her eyes sparkhng. 

Lydia seemed to catch a little of her <*nthusiasm. “To be 
sure, it does sound romantic,” she adni led. “Only it is a 
great way to the Border, and everyone would be so cross 
with us!” 

“Once you were married that wouldn’t signify.” 

“No. No, it wouldn’t, would it? But I don’t think Piers 
has any money.” 

“Oh!” Pen’s face fell. “That certainly makes it rather 
awkward. But I daresay we shall contrive something.” 

Lydia said: “Well, if you don’t mind, I would prefer noi 
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to go to Gretna, because although it would be romantic I 
can’t help thinking it would be very uncomfortable. Besides, 

I couldn’t have any attendants, or a wedding-dress, or a lace 
veil, or anything.” 

“Don’t chatter!” said Pen. “I am thinking.” 

Lydia was obediently silent. 

“We must soften your father’s heartl” declared Pen at 
length. 

Lydia looked doubtful. “Yes, I should like that of all 
things, but how?” 

“Why, by making him grateful to Piers, of coursel” 

“But why should he be grateful to Piers? He says Piers is a 
young cub.” i 

“Piers,” said Pen, “must rescue you from deadly peril.” 

“Oh no, please!” faltered Lydia, shrinking. “I should be 
frightened! And just' think how dreadful it would be if he 
didn’t rescue me!” 

“What a little goose you are!” said Pen scornfully. 
“There won’t be any real danger!” 

“But if there is no danger, how can Piers ” 

“Piers shall rescue you from me!” said Pen. 

Lydia blinked at her. “I don’t understand. How can 
Piers ” 

“Do stop saymg ‘How can Piers’!” Pen beggtd. “We 
must make your father believe that I am a penniless young' 
man without any prospects at all, and then we will nm away 
together!” 

“But I don’t want to run away with you!” 

“No, stupid, and I don’t want to run away with you! It 
will just be a Plot. Piers must ride after us, and catch us, and 
restore you to your Papa. And he will be so pleased that he 
will let you marry Piers after all! Because Piers has very 
good prospects, you know.” 

“Yes, but you are forgetting Sir Jasper,” argued Lydia. 
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“We can’t possibly be plagued by Sir Jasper,” said Pen 
impatiently. “Besides, he is away. Now, don't make any 
more objections! I must go back to the George, and warn 
Richard. And I will consult with Piers as well, and I daresay 
we shall have it all arranged in a trice. I will meet you in the 
spinney this evening, to tell you what you must do.” 

“Oh no, no, no!” shuddered Lydia. “Not the spinney! 
I shall never set foot there again!” 

“Well, here, then, since you are so squeamish. By the 
way, did you tell your Papa the whole? I mean, how you saw 
Captain Triijible kill the stammering-man?” 

“Yes, of course I did, and he says I must tell it to Mr. 
Philips! It is so dreadfu! for me! To think that my troubles 
had put it out of qipt head!” 

“Vdiat a tireso^ girl you are!” exclaimed Pen. “You 
should not have sad a word about it! ' Ten to one, we shaU 
get into a tangle^iBow, because Richard has already told Mr. 
Philips his story, and I have tuid him mine, and now you are 
bound to say something quite different. Did you mention 
Richard to your Papa?” 

“No,” confessed Lydia, hanging her head. “I just said 
that I ran away.” 

“Oh well, in that case perhaps there will be no harm done!” 
said Pen optimistically. “I am going now. 1 will meet you 
here again after dinner.” 

“But what if they watch me, and ) 'annot slip away?” 
cried Lydia, trying to detain her. 

Pen had climbed on to the wall, and now prepared to 
jump down into the road. “You must think of something,” 
she said sternly, and vanished from Miss Daubenay’s sight. 

When Pen reached the George Sir Richard had not only 
finished his breakfast, but was on the point of sallying forth 
in search of his errant charge. She came into the parlour, 
flushed and rather breathless, and skid impetuously: “Oh, 
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Richard, such an adventutel I have such a deal to tell youl 
All our plans must be changed!” 

“This is very sudden!” said Sir Richard. “May I ask 
where you have been?” 

“Yes, of course,” said Pen, seating herself at the table, 
and spreading butter lavishly on a slice of bread. “I have 
been with that stupid girl. You would not believe that 
anyone could be so silly, sir!” 

“I expect I should. What has she been doing, and why 
did you go to see her?” 

“Well, it’s a long story, and most confused!” 

“In that case,” said Sir Richard, “perhaps I shall unravel it 
more easily if you do not tell it to me with your mouth 
full.” 

Her eyes lit with laughter. She swallowed the bread-and- 
butter, and said: “Oh, I’m sorry! I am so hungry, you see.” 

“Have an apple,” he suggested. 

She twinkled responsively. “No, thank you, I will have 
some of that ham. Dear sir, what in the world do you 
suppose that wretched girl did?” 

“I have no idea,” said Sir Richard, carving several slices 
of the ham. 

“Why, she told her Papa that she had gone into the 
spinney last night to meet mel'^ u 

Sir Richard laid down the knife and fork. “Good God, 
why?” 

“Oh, for such an idiotic reason that it is not worth 
recounting! But the thing is, sir, that her Papa is coming to 
see you about it this morning. She hoped, you see, that if she 
said she had been in the habit of meeting me clandestinely in 
Bath ” 

“In Bath?” interrupted Sir Richard in a feint voice. 

“Yes, she said we had been meeting for ever in Bath, 
on account of her Great-Aunt Augusta, and not wishing 
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to be sent there again. I quite understand tbaty but ” 

“Then your understanding is very much better than ' 
mine,” said Sir Richard. “So far I have not been privileged 
to understand one word of this story. What has her Great- 
Aunt Augusta to do with it?” 

“Oh, they sent Lydia to stay with her, you see, and she did 
not like itl She said it was all backgammon and spying. I 
could not but feel for her over that, for I know exactly what 
she means.” 

“I am glad,” said Sir Richard, with emphasis. 

“The thing is, that she thought if she told her Papa that 
she had met me clandestinely in Bath, he would not send her 
there again.” 

“This sounds to me remarkably like mania in an acute 
form.” 

“Yes, so it did to me. But there is worse to come. She 
says that instead of being angry, her Papa is inclined to be 
pleasedi” 

“The madness seems to be inherited.” 

“That is what I thought, but it appears that Lydia told her 
Papa that my name was Wyndham, and now he thinks that 
perhaps she is on the brink of making a Good Match!” 

“Good Godl” 

“I knew you would be surprised. And there is another 
circumstance too, which turns everything topsy-turvy.” 
She glanced up fleetingly from her plate, and said with a 
little difficulty: “I discovered something which — ^which 
quite took me aback. She told me whom she went to meet 
in the wood last night.” 

“I see,” said Sir Richard. 

She flushed. “Did you — did you know, sir?” 

**I guessed. Pen.” 

She nodded. “It was stupid of me not to suspect. 
To tell you the truth, I thought However, it doesn’t 
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signify. I expect you did not like to tell me.** 

“Do you mind very much?” he asked abruptly. 

“Well, I — it You see, I had it fixed in my mind that 

Piers — and I So I daresay it will take me just a little 

while to grow accustomed to it, besides having all my plans 
overset. But never mind thatl We have now to consider 
what is to be done to help Piers and Lydia.” 

“We?” interpolated Sir Richard. 

“Yes, because I quite depend on you to persuade Lydia*s 
Papa that I am not an eligible suitor. That is most im- 
portant!” 

“Do you mean to tell me tliat this insane person is coming 
here to obtain my consent to your marriage with his 
daughter?” 

“I think he is coming to discover how much money I 
have, and whether my intentions are honourable,” said Pen, 
pouring herself out a cup of coffee. “But I daresay Lydia 
mistook the whole matter, for she is amazingly stupid, you 
know, and perhaps he is coming to complain to you about 
my shocking conduct in meeting Lydia in secret.” 

“I foresee a pleasing morning,” said Sir Richard dryly. 

“Well, I must say I think it will be very amusing,” Pen 
admitted. “Because — ^why, what is the matter, sir?” 

Sir Richard had covered his eyes with one hand. “You 
think it will be very amusingl Good Godl” 

“Oh, now you are laughing at me againl’* 

“Laughingl I am recalling my comfortable home, my 
ordered life, my hitherto stainless reputation, and won|)ering 
what I can ever have done to deserve being pitchforked into 
this shameless imbrogliol Apparently, I am to go down to 
history as one who not only possessed a cousin who was a 
monster of precocious depravity, but who actually aided and 
abetted him in attempting to seduce a respectable young 
fetSale.” 
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‘•No, no!” said Pen earnestly. “Nothing of the kind, I 
assure you! I have it all arranged in the best possible way, 
TiXiAjour part will be everything of the most proper!” 

“Oh, well, in that case !” said Sir Richard, lowering 

his hand. ^ 

“Now I know you are laughing at me! I am going to be 
the only son of a widow.” 

“The unfoi;tunate woman has all my sympathy.” 

“Yes, because I am very wild, and she can do nothing 
with me. That is why you are here, of course. I cannot but 
see that I don’t look quite old enough to be an eligible 
suifor. Do you think I do, sir?” 

“No, I don’t. In fact, I should not be surprised if Lydia’s 
parent were to arrive with a birch-rod.” 

“Good gracious, how dreadful! I never thought of that! 
Well, I shall depend upon you.” 

“You may confidently depend upon me to tell Major 
Daubenay that his daughter’s story is a farrago of lies.” 

Pen shook her head. “No, we can’t do that. I said just 
the same myself, but you must see how difficult it would be 
to persuade Major Daubenay that we are sp 'aking the truth. 
Consider, sir! She told him that I had followed her here, and 
I must admit it looks very black, because I was in the 
spinney Jast night, and you know we cannot possibly 
explain the teal story. No, we must make the best of it. 
Besides, I quite feel that we ought to help Piers, if he does 
indeed wish to marry such a foohsh creature.” 

“I hsite not the slightest desire to help Piers, who seems to 
me to be behaving in a most reprehensible fashion.” 

“Oh no, indeed he cannot help it! I see that I had' better 
tell you their whole story.” 

Without giving Sir Richard time to protest, she launched 
into a rapid and colourful account pf the young loveua* 
tribtilations. The account, being freely embellished with her 
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own conunents, was considerably involved, and Sir Richard 
several times interrupted it to crave enlightenment on some 
obscure point. At the end of it, he remarked without any 
noticeable display of enthusiasm: “A most affecting history. 
For myself, I find the theme of Montague and Capulet 
hopelessly outmoded, however.” 

“Well, I have made up my mind to it that there is only one 
thing for them to do. They must elope.” 

Sir Richard, who had been playing with his quizzing- 
glass, let it fall, and spoke with startling severity. “Enough 
of thisl Now, understand me, brat, I will engage to fob off 
the irate father, but there it must endl This extrenjely 
tedious pair of lovers may elope to-morrow for an)rthing I 
care, but I will have no hand in it, and I will not permit you 
to have a hand in it either. Do you see?” 

Pen looked speculatively at him. There was no smile 
visible in his eyes, which indeed looked much sterner than 
she had ever believed they could. Plainly, he would not lend 
any support to her scheme of eloping with Miss Daubenay 
herself. It would be better, decided Pen, to tell him nothing 
about this. But she was not one to let a challenge rest 
unanswered, and she replied with spirit: “You may do as 
you choose, but you have right to tell me what I must ot 
must not do! It is not in the least your affair.” , 

“It is going to be very much my af&ir,” replied Sit 
Richard. 

“I don’t understand what you can possibly mean by saying 
anything so silly!” 

“I daresay you don’t, but you will.” 

“Well, we won’t dispute about that,” said Pen pacifically. 

He laughed suddenly. “Indeed, I hope we shan’t!” 

“And you won’t tell Major Daubenay that Lydia’s story 
was false?” 

“What doyou want me to tell him?” he asked, succumbing 
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to the coaxing note in her voice, and the pleading look in her 
candid eyes. 

“Why, that I have been with my tutor in Bath, but that I 
was so troublesome that my Mama ” 

“The widow?” 

“Yes, and now you will understand why she is a widow!” 

“If you are supposed to favour your mythical father, I do 
understand. He perished on the gallows.” 

“That is what Jimmy Yardc calls the Nubbing Cheat.*’ 

“I daresay it is, but I beg you won’t.” 

“Oh, very welll Where was I?” 

“With your tutor.” 

“To be sure. Well, I was so troublesome that my Mama 
sent you to bring me home. I expect you are a trustee, or 
something of that nature. And you may say all the horridest 
things about me to Major Daubenay that you like. In fact, 
you had better tell him that I an' nety bad, besides being quite 
a pauper.” 

“Have no fear! I will draw such a picture of you as must 
make him thankful that his daughter has escaped becoming 
betrothed to such a monster.” 

“Yes, do!” said Pen cordially “And then I must see 
Piers.” 

“And then?” asked Sir Richard. 

She sighed. “I haven’t thought of that yet. Really, we 
have so much on our hands that I cancbt be teased with 
thinking of any more plans just nowl” 

“Will you let me suggest a plan to you. Pen?” 

“Yes, certainly, if you can think of one. But first I should 
like to see Piers, because I still cannot quite believe that he 
truly wishes to marry Lydia. Why, she does nothmg but 
cry, Richardl” 

Sir Richard looked down at her enigmatically. “Yes,” 
he said. “Perhaps it would be better if you saw Piers first 
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People — especially young men — change a great deal in five 
years, brat,” 

“True,” she said, in a melancholy tone. “But I didn’t 
change!” 

“I think perhaps you did,” he said gently. 

She seemed unconvinced, and he did not press the point. 
The waiter came in to clear away the covers, and hardly had 
he left the parlour than Major Daubenay’s card was brought 
to Sir Richard. 

Pen, changing colour, exclaimed: “Oh dear, now I wish I 
weren’t here! I suppose I can’t escape now, can I?” 

“Hardly. You would undoubtedly walk straight into tiie 
Major’s arms. But I won’t let him beat you.” 

“Well, I hope you won’tl” said Pen fervently. “Tell me 
quickly, how docs a person look depraved? Do I look 
depraved?” 

“Not in the least. The best you can hope for is to look 
sulky.” 

She retired to a chair in the corner, and sprawled in it, 
trying to scowl. “Like this?” 

“Excellent!” approved Sir Richard. 

A minute later. Major Daubenay was ushered into the 
parlour. He was a harassed-looking man, with a high 
colour, and upon finding himself confronted by the tall, 
immaculate figure of a Corinthian, he exclaimed: “Good 
Gad! You are Sit Richard Wyndham!” 

Pen, glowering in the corner, could only admire the 
perfection of Sir Richard’s bow. The Major’s slightly 
protuberant eyes discovered her. “And /bis is the young dog 
who has been trifling with my daughterl” 

** Again?” said Sir Richard wearily. 

The Major’s eyes started at him. “Upon my soul, sitl 
Do you tell me that this — this young scoundrel is in the 
habit of seducing innocent females?” 
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**Dear me, is it as bad as that?” asked Sir Richard. 

“No, sir, it is notl” fumed the Major. “But when I tell 
you that my daughter has confessed that she went out last 
night to meet him clandestinely in a wood, and has met him 
many times before in Bath ” 

Up came Sir Richard’s quizzing-glass. “I condole with 
you,” he said. “Your daughter would appear to be a young 
lady of enterprise.” 

“My daughter,” declared the Major, “is a silly little missl 
I do not know what young people are coming tol This 
young man — dear me, he looks no more than a ladl — is, 1 
understand, a relative of yours?” 

“My cousin,” said Sir Richard. “I am — er — ^his mother’s 
trustee. She is a widow.” 

“I see that I have come to the proper personi” said the 
Major. 

Sir Richard raised one lan^ -id hand. “I beg you will 
acquit me of all responsibility, sir. My part is merely to 
remove my cousin from the care of a tutor who has proved 
himself wholly incapable of controlling his — er — activities, 
and to convey him to his mother’s home.” 

“But what are you doing in Queen Chailton, then?” 
demanded the Major. 

It was*plain that Sir Richard considered the question an 
impertinence. “I have acquaintances in the neighbourhood, 
sir. I scarcely think I need trouble you with the reasons 
which led me to break a journey which cannot be other than 
— er — excessively distasteful to me. Pen, make your bowl” 

“Pen?” repeated the Major, glaring at her. 

*‘He was named after the great Quaker,” explained Sir 
Richard. 

“Indeedl. Then I would have you know, sir, that his 
behaviour scarcely befits his namel” 

. “You are perfectly tight,” agreed Sir Richard. “I regret 
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to say that he has been a constant source of anxiety to his 
widowed parent.” 

“He seems very young,*’ said the Major, scanning Pen 
critically. 

“But, alas, old in sini” 

The Major was slightly taken aback. “Oh, come, come, 
sirl I daresay it is not as bad as that! One must make 
allowances for young people. To be sure, it is very re- 
prehensible, and I do not by any means exonerate my 
daughter from blame, but the springtime of life, you know, 
sirl Young people take such romantic notions into their 
heads — not but what I am excessively shocked to learn of 
clandestine meetingsl But when two young persons fall in 
love, I believe ” 

“In lovel” interpolated Sir Richard, apparently thunder- 
struck. 

“Well, well, I daresay you are surprisedl One is apt to 
fancy the birds always too young to leave the nest, eh? 
But ” 

“Penl” said Sir Richard, turning awfully upon his 
supposed cousin. “Is it possible that you can have made 
serious advances towards Miss Daubenay?” 

“I never offered marriage” said Pen, hanging her head. 

The Major seemed to be in danger of suffering an 
apoplexy. Before he could recover the power of speech. Sir 
^chard had intervened. Upon the Major’s bemused ears 
fell a description of Pen’s shameless precocity that caused the 
object bf it to turn away hastily to hide her laughter. 
According to Sir Richard’s malicious tongue, Bath was 
strewn with her innocent victims. When Sir Richard let fell 
the information that this youthful moral leper was without 
means or expectations, the Major found enough breath to 
declare that the whelp ought to be horsewhipped. 

“Precisely my own view,” bowed Sir Richard. 
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“Upon my word, I had not dreamed of such a thingl 
Penniless, you say?” 

“Little better than a pauper,” said Sir Richard. 

“Good Gad, what an escapel” gasped the Major. “I do 
not know what to say! I am aghast!” 

“Alas!” said Sir Richard, “liis father was just such 
another! The same disarming air of innocence hid a wolfish 
heart.” 

“You appal me!” declared the Major. “Yet he looks a 
mete boy!” 

Pen, feeling that it was time she bore a part in the scene, 
said with an air of innocence which horrified the Major: 
“But if Lydia says I offered marriage, it is not true. It was all 
mere trifling. I do not wish to be married.” 

This pronouncement once more bereft the Major of 
speech. Sir Richard’s forefinger banished Pen to her corner, 
and by the time the outraged p-^ "ent ceased gobbling, he had 
once more taken charge of the situation. He agreed that the 
whole affair must at all costs be hushed up, promised to deal 
faithfully with Pen, and finally escorted the Major out of the 
parlour, with assurances that such depravity should not go 
unpunished. 

Pen, who had been struggling with an overwhelming 
desire toJaugh, went off into a peal of mirth as soon as the 
Major was out of earshot, and had, in fact, to grasp a chair- 
back to support herself. In this posture af * was discovered 
by Mr. Luttrell, who, as soon as Sir Richard and the Majot 
had passed through the entrance-parlour, oblivious of his 
presence there, bounced in upon Pen, and said through shut 
teeth: “So! You think it damned amusing, do you, you 
little cur? Well, I do w//” 

Pen raised her head, and through brimming eyes saw the 
face of her old playmate swim before her. 

,Mr. Luttrell, stuttering with rage, said menacingly: “I 
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heard youl I could not help bui hear youl So you didn’t 
intend marriage, eh? You — you boa^t of having t — trifled 
with an innocent femalcl And you think you c-can get off 
scot-free, do you? Vll teach you a lessonl” 

Pen discovered to her horror that Mr. Luttrell was 
advancing upon her with his fists clenched. She dodged 
behind the table, and shrieked: “Piersl Don’t you knou> 
me? Piers, look at me! I’m Pen!” 

Mr. Luttrell dropped his fists, and stood gaping. “Pen?” 
he managed to utter. “Pen?” 



CHAPTER XI 


T hey stood staring at one another. The gentleman 
found his voice first, but only to repeat in accents of 
still deeper amazement: “Pen? Pen Creed?” 

“Yes, indeed I ami” Pen assured him, keeping the table 
between them. 

His fists unclenched. “But — but what are you doing here? 
And in those clothes? I don’t understand!” 

“Well, it’s rather a long story,” Pen said. 

He seemed slightly dazed. He ran his hand through his 
hair, in a gesture she knew well, and said: “But Major 

Daubenay — Sir Richard Wyndham ” 

“They are both part of the "ory,” replied Pen. She had 
been looking keenly at him, and thinking that he had not 
greatly changed, and she added: “I should have known you 
anywherel I^ve I altered so much?” 

“Yes. At least, I don’t know. It’s your hair, I suppose, 
cut short like that, and — and those clothesi” 

He sounded shocked, which made her think that perhaps 
he had clianged a little. “Well, I truly am Pen Creed,” she 
said. 

“Yes, I see that you are, now that I ha\ c had time to look 
at you. But I cannot understand iti I could not help 
hearing some of what was said, though I tried not to — ^until 
1 heard Miss Daubenay’s namel” 

*Tlease,' Piers, don’t fly into a rage againi” Pen said rather 
nervously, for she distinctly heard his teeth grind together. 
“I can explain everything!” 

**1 do not know whether I am on my head or my heels!” 
he complained. “You have been imposing on herl How 

. ' i8l ’ N 



THE CORINTHIAN 


1 86 

could you do such a thing? Wbj did you?” 

“I haven’tl” said Pen. “And I must say, I do think you 
might be a little mote glad to see mel” 

“Of course I am glad! But to come here, masquerading 

as a boy, and playing pranks on a defenceless That was 

why she failed last nightl” 

“No, it wasn’tl She saw the stammering-man killed, and 
ran away, you stupid creaturel” 

“How do you know?” he asked suspiciously. 

“I was there, of course.” 

“With her?” 

“Yes, but ” 

“You hea>e been imposing on herl” 

“I tell you it’s no such thing! I met her by the merest 
chance.” 

“Tell me this!” commanded Piers. “Does she know that 
you are a girl?” 

“No, but ” 

“I knew it!” he declared. “And I distinctly heard the 
Major say that she had met you in Bath! I don’t know why 
you did it, but it is the most damnable trick in the world! 
And Lydia — deceiving me — encouraging your advances — 
oh, my eyes are open now!” 

“If you say another word, I shall box your cars!” said 
Pen indignantly. “I would not have believed you could 
have grown into such a stupid, tiresome creature! I never 
met Lydia Daubenay in my life until last night, and if you 
don’t believe me you may go and ask her!” 

He looked rather taken aback, and said in an uncertain 
tone: “But if you did not know her, how came you to be 
with her in the wood last night?” 

“That was chance. The silly little thing swooned, and 
I ” 

“She is not a silly little thing!” interrupted Piers, firing up. 



THE CORINTHIAN 187 

**Yes, she is, very silly. For what must she do, upon 
teaching home, but tell her Papa that it was not you she had 
gone to meet, but mel” 

This announcement surprised him. His bewildered grey 
eyes sought enlightenment in Pen’s face; he said with a 
luefiil grin; “Oh Pen, do sit down and explain! You never 
cotild tell a story so that one could make head or tail of itl” 

She came away from the table, and sat down on the 
windowseat. After a pained glance at her attire. Piers 
seated himself beside her. Each took critical stock of the 
other, but whereas Pen looked Piers frankly over, he 
surveyed her rather shyly, and showed a tendency to avert 
his gaae when it encountered hers. 

He was a well-favoured young man, not precisely hand- 
some, but with a pleasant face, a good pair of shoulders, and 
easy, open manners. Since he was four years her senior, he 
had always seemed to her, in the old days, very large, fat 
more experienced than herscif, and quite worthy of being 
looked up to. She was conscious, as she sat beside him on 
the window-seat of a faint feeling of disappointment. He 
seemed to her little more than a boy, and instead of assuming 
his old mastery in his dealings with her, he was obviously 
shy, and unable to think of anything to say. Their initial 
encounter had of course been unfortunate, but Pen thought 
that he might, upon discovering hei identity, have ex- 
hibited more pleasure at meeting her ag > n. She felt forlorn 
all at once, as though a door had been shut in hef fiice. A 
vague suspicion that what was behind the shut door was not 
what she had imagined only made her the more melancholy. 
To hide it, she said brightly: “It is such an age since I saw you, 
and there is so much to say! I don’t know where to begin!” 

He smiled, but there was a pucker between his brows. 
“Yes, indeed, but it seems so strange! Why did she say she 
had gone out to meet you, I wonder?” 
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It was apparent to Pen that Miss Daubenay possessed his 
thoughts to the exclusion of everyone else. Repressing a 
strong desire to favour him with her opinion of that young 
lady, she recounted as briefly as she could what had passed 
between her and Lydia in the orchard. Any expectation she 
might have had of his viewing his betrothed’s conduct in the 
same light as she did was banished by his exclaiming 
rapturously: “She is such an innocent little thingl It is just 
like her to have said that! I see it all nowl” 

This was too much for Pen. “Well, I think it was a 
ridiculous thing to have said.” 

“You see, she knows nothing of the world. Pen,” he said 
earnestly. “Then, too, she is impulsivel Do you know, she 
always makes me think of a bird?” 

“A goose, I suppose,” said Pen somewhat tartly. 

“I meant a wild Jbird,” he replied, with dignity. “A 
fluttering, timid, little ” 

“She didn’t seem to me very timid,” Pen interrupted. 
“In fact, I thought she was extremely bold to ask a perfectly 
strange young man to pretend to be in love with her.” 

“You don’t understand her. She is so trustingl She 
needs someone to take care of her. We have loved one 
another ever since our first meeting. We should have been 
married by now if my father had not picked acfoolish 
quarrel with the Major. Pen, you cannot think what our 
sufferings have beenl There seems to be no end to themi 
We shall never induce our fathers to consent to our marriage, 
neverl” 

He sank his head in his hands with a groan, but Pen said 
briskly: “Well, you will have to marry without their 
consent. Only you both of you seem to be so poor-spirited, 
that you will do nothing but moan, and meet in woodsl 
Why don’t you elope?” 

“Elopel You don’t know what you are saying. Pen! 
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How could I ask that fragile little thing to do anything of the 
sort? The impropriety, tool I am persuaded she would 
shrink from the very thought of it!” 

“Yes, she did,” agreed Pen. “She said she would not be 
able to have attendants, or a lace veil.” 

“You see, she has been very strictly reared — has led the 
most sheltered lifel Besides, why should she not have a lace 
veil, and — and those things which females set store by?” 

“For my part,” Pen said, “I would not care a fig for such 
fripperies if I loved a manl” 

“Oh, you are different!” said Piers. “You were always 
more like a boy than a girl. Just look at you now! are 
you masquerading as a boy? It seems to me most peculiar, 
and not quite the thing, you know.” 

“There were circumstances which — which made it 
necessary,” said Pen rather stiffly. “1 had to escape from my 
aunt’s house.” 

“Well, I still don’t see why- — ” 

“Because I was forced to climb out of a window!” 
snapped Pen. “Moreover, I could not travel all by myself as 
a female, could I?” 

“No, I suppose you could not. Only you should not be 
travelling by yourself at all. What a madcap you are!” A 
though^ occurred to him; he glanced down at Pen with a 
sudden frown. “But you were with Sir Richard Wyndham 
when I came in, and you seemed to i-'* on mighty close 
terms with him, too! For heaven’s sake, Pen, what are you 
about? How do you come to be in his company?” 

The interview with her old playmate seemed to be 
fraught not only with disappointmenc, but with un- 
foreseen difficulties as well. Pen could not but realize 
that Mr. Luttrell was not in sympathy with her. “Oh, 
that — ^that is too long a story to tell!” she replied evasively. ' 
“There were reasons why I wished 'to come home agaim^ 
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and — and Sit Richard would not permit me to go alone.” 

“But, Pen!” He sounded horrified. “You are siuely not 
travelling with him?” 

His tone swept away adventure, and invested her exploit 
instead with the stigma of impropriety. She coloured hotly, 
and was searching her mind for an explanation that would 
satisfy Piers when the door opened, and Sir Richard came 
into the room. 

One glance at Mr. Luttrell’s rigidly disapproving 
countenance; one glimpse of Pen’s scarlet cheeks andK>ver- 
bright eyes, were enough to give Sir Richard a very fair 
notion of what had been taking place in the parlour. He 
closed the door, saying in his pleasant drawl: “Ah, good- 
morning, Mr. Luttrclll I trust the — er — surprising events of 
last night did not rob you of sleep?” 

A sigh of relief escaped Pen. With Sir Richard’s entrance 
the reeling world seemed, miraculously, to have righted 
itself. She left the window-seat, and went instinctively 

towards him. “Sir, Piers says — Piers thinks ” She 

stopped, and raised a hand to her burning cheek. 

Sir Richard looked at Piers with slightly raised brows. 
“Well?” he said gently. “What does Piers say and think?” , 

Mr. Luttrell got up. Under that ironical, tolerant gaze, 
he too began to blush. “I only said — ^I only wondered how 
Pen comes to be travelling in your companyl” 

Sir Richard unfobbed his snuff-box, and took a pinch. 
“And does no explanation offer itself to you?” he enquired. 

“Well, sir, I must say it seems to me — ^I mean ” 

“Perhaps I should have told you,” said Sir Richard draw- 
ing Pen’s hand through his arm, and holding it rather firmly, 
“that you are addressing the future Lady Wyndham.” 

The hand twitched in Sir Richard’s, but in obedience to 
•the warning pressure of his fingers Miss Creed remained 
silent. 
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**Oh, I see!” said Piers, his brow clearing. “I beg pardon! 
It is Yimous news indeed! I wish you very happy! But — but 
why must she wear those clothes, and what are you doing 
here? It still seems very odd to me! I suppose since you are 

betrothed it may be argued that But it is most eccentric, 

sit, and I do not know what people may say!” 

“As we have been at considerable pains to admit no one 
but yourself into the secret of Pen’s identity, I hardly think 
that people will say anything at all,” replied Sir Richard 
calmly. ^ “If the secret were to leak out — ^why, the answer is 
that we are a very eccentric couple!” 

“It will never leal^out through me!” Piers assured him. 
“It is no concern of mine, naturally, but I can’t help wonder- 
ing what should have brought you here, and why Pen had to 
get out of a window. However, I don’t mean to be in- 
quisitive, sir. It was only that — shaving known Pen all my 
life, you see!” 

It was Miss Creed’s turn no*" to give Sir Richard’s hand a 
warning pinch. In fact, so convulsive was her grip that he 
glanced down at her with a reassuring little smile. 

“I am afraid I cannot tell you our reasons for coming 
here,” he said. “Certain circumstances ar 'se which made 
the journey necessary. Pen’s attire, however, is easily 
explained. Neither of us wished to burden ourselves with a 
duenna ifpon a mission of — er — extreme delicacy; and the 
world, my dear Luttrell, being a censorious place, it was 
judged expedient for Pen to pretend t\, >e, instead of my 
affianced wife, my young cousin.” 

“To be sure, yes! of course!” said Piers, mystified, but 
overborne by the Corinthian’s air of assurance. 

“By now,” said Sir Richaid, "we should be on our way 
back to London, had it not been for two unfortunate 
circumstances. For one of these, you, I must regretfully 
point out to you, are responsible.” 
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“I?” gasped Piers. 

“You,” said Sir Richard, releasing Pen’s hand. “The 
lady to whom you, I apprehend, are secretly betrothed, has, 
in a somewhat misguided attempt to avert suspicion from 
the truth, informed her parent that Pen is the man with 
whom she had an assignation in the spinney last night.” 

“Yes, Pen told me that. Indeed, I wish she had not done 
it, sir, but she is so impulsive, you know!” 

“So I have been led to infer,” said Sir Richard. “Un- 
happily, since I am for the present compelled to remain in 
Queen Charlton, her impulsiveness has rendered our 
situation a trifle awkward.” 

■¥ 

“Yes, I see that,” owned Piers. “I am very sorry for it, 
sir. But must you remain here?” 

“Yes,” replied Sir Richard. “No doubt it has escaped 
your memory, but a murder was committed in the spinney 
last night. It was I who discovered Brandon’s body, and 
conveyed the news to the proper quarter.” 

Piers looked troubled at this, and said: “I know, sir, and 
I do not like it above half! For, in point of fact, I Erst found 
Beverley, only you told me not to say so!” . 

“I hope you did not?” 

“No, because it is so excessively awkward, on account 
of Miss Daubenay’s presence in the spinney! But if she has 
said that she went there to meet Pen ” * 

“You had better continue to preserve a discreet silence, 
my dear boy. The knowledge that you also were in the 
spinney would merely confuse poor Mr. Philips. You see, I 
have the advantage of knowing who killed Brandon.” 

“I think,” said Pen judicially, “we ought to tell Piers 
about the diamond necklace, sir.” 

“By all means,” agreed Sir Richard. 

The history of the diamond necklace, as recounted by 
Miss Creed, made Mr. Luttrell forget for a few moments his 
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graver preoccupations. He seemed very much more the 
Piers of her childhood when he exclaimed: “What an 
adventurel” and by the time he had described to her his 
surprise at receiving a visit from Beverley, whom he had 
known but slightly up at Oxford; and had exchanged 
impressions of Captain Horace Trimble, they were once 
more upon very good terms. Sir Richard, who thought that 
his own interests would best be served by allowing Pen 
uninterrupted intercourse with Mr. Luttrell, soon left them 
to themselves; and after Piers had once more felicitated Pen 
on her choice of a husband — felicitations which she received 
in embarrassed silence — the talk soon returned to his own 
difficulties. 

She listened to his enraptured description of Miss 
Daubenay with as much patience as she could muster, but 
when he begged her not to divulge her sex to the lady for 
feat lest her nice sense of propriety might suffer too great a 
shock, she was so much incer ’d that she was betrayed into 
giving him her opinion of Miss Daubenay’s morals and 
manners. A pretty squabble at once flared up, and might 
have ended in Piers’ stalking out of Pen’s life for ever had 
she not remembered, just as he reached tl e door, that she 
had engaged herself to further his pretensions to Lydia’s 
hand. 

It tooK a few moments’ coaxing to persuade him to relax 
his air of outraged dignity, but when it was borne in upon 
him that Lydia had summoned Pen to h«. * ide that morning, 
he did seem to feel that such forward conduct called for an 
explanation. Pen waved his excuses aside, however. “I 
don’t mind that, if only she would not cry so muchl” s^e 
said. 

Mr. Luttrell said that his Lydia was all sensibility, and 
deprecated, with obvious sincerity, a suggestion that a wife 
suffering from an excess of sensibility might prove to be a 
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titesome acquisition. As he seemed to feel that the support 
of Lydia was his life’s work. Pen abandoned all thought of 
trying to wean him from his attachment to the lady, and 
announced her plans for his speedy marriage. 

These palpably took Mr. Luttrell aback. Lydia’s refusal to 
dope with him he regarded as natural rather than craven, 
and when Pen’s false-abduction scheme was enthusiastically 
described to him he said that she must be mad to think of 
such a thing. 

“I declare I have a good mind to wash my hands of the 
whole afiairl” said Pen. “Neither of you has the courage to 
make the least push in the matter! The end of it will be that 
your precious Lydia will be married to someone else, and 
then you will be sorryl” 

“Oh, don’t suggest such a thing!” he begged. “If only 
my father would be a little conciliating! He used to like the 
Major well enough before they quarrelled.” 

“You must soften the Major’s heart.” 

“Yes, but how?” he asked. “Now, don’t, pray, suggest 
any more foolish abduction schemes. Pen! I daresay you 
think them very fine, but if you would but consider the 
difficulties! No one would ever believe we had not planned 
it all, because if she eloped with you she would not then wish 
to marry me, now, would she?” 

“No, but we could say that I had forcibly abducted her. 
Then you could rescue her from me.” 

“How should I know that you had abducted her?” 
objected Piers. “And just think what a pucker everyone 
would be in! No, really. Pen, it won’t answer! Good God, I 
should have to fight a duel with you, or something of that 
nature! I mean, how odd it would look if all 1 did was to 
take Lydia home!” 

“Well, so we could!” said Pen, her eyes brightening, as 
new horizons swam into her ken. “1 could have my arm in a 
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sling, and say that you had wounded mel Oh, do let us, 
Piersl It would be such a famous adventurel” 

“You don’t seem to me to have changed in the leasti’’ said 
Piers, in anything but a complimentary tone. “You are the 
most complete hand indeed! I cannot conceive how you 
came to be betrothed to a man of fashion like Wyndham! 
You -know, you will have to mend your ways! In fact, I 
cannot conceive of your being married at all! You are a mere 
chUd.” 

Another quarrel might at this point have sprung up 
between them, had not Sir Richard come back into the room 
just then, with Mr. Philips in his wake. He was looking 
faintly amused, and the instant expression of extreme 
trepidation which transformed the countenances of the 
youthful couple by the window made liis lips tuitch in- 
voluntarily. However, he spoke without a tremor in his 
voice. “Ah, Pen! Would you explain, if you please, your — 
er— owl story, to Mr. Philips?” 

“Oh!” said Pen, blushing furiously. 

The magistrate looked severely across at her. “From the 
information I have since received, young man, I am forced to 
the conclusion that your story was false.” 

Pen glanced towards Sir Richard. Instead of coming to 
her rescue, he smiled maliciously, and said; “Siand up, my 
boy, stand up, when Mr. Philips addresses you!” 

“Oh yes, of course!” said Pen, rising in a huriy. “I beg 
pardon! My owl-story! Well, you see, I d-’ •‘•ot know what 
to say when you asked why I had not been with my cousin 
last night.” 

“Did not know what to sayl You had only one thing to 
say, and that was the truth!” said Mr. Phihps austerely. 

“I could not,” replied Pen. “A lady’s reputation was at 
stake!” , 

“So I am informed. Well, I do not say that I do not 



196 THE CORINTHIAN 

sympathize with your motive, but I must warn you, sir, that 
any further prevarication on your part may lead to serious 
trouble. Serious tfoublel I say nothing of your conduct in 
meeting Miss Daubenay in a manner I can only describe as 
clandestine. It is no concern of mine, no concern at all, but 

if you were a son of mine However, that is neither here 

nor thercl Fortunately ** He cast a reproachful glance at 

Sir Richard — “fortunately, I repeat. Miss Daubenay’s 
evidence corroborates the information that this shocking 
crime was perpetrated by a person corresponding with the 
description furnished me of the man Trimble. Were it not 
for this circumstance — for I will not conceal from you that I 
am far from being satishcdl Very far indeedl You must 
permit me to say. Sir Richard, that your presence in the 
spinney last night points to your having positively aided and 

abetted your cousin in his rcprchensiljle But I am 

aware that that is Major Daubenay’s concern!” 

“No, no, you have it wrong!” Pen assured him. “My 
cousin was searching for me! In fact, he was very angry with 
me for going to the spinney, were you not, Richard?” 

“I was,” admitted Sir Richard. “Very.” 

“Well, the whole affair seems to me very strange!” said 
Philips. “I will say no more than thatj^e//” 

“You behold me — er — stricken with remorse,” said Sir 
Richard. 

The magistrate snorted, jerked a bow, and took himself 
off. 

“My reputation! oh, my reputation!” mourned Sir 
Richard. “Horrib!e and unprincipled brat, why the owl?” 

“Well, I had to say something!” Pen pointed out. 

“I am afraid,” said Piers, conscience-stricken, "that it is a 
little Lydia’s fault. But indeed, sir, she meant no harm!” 

,,“I know,” said Sir Richard. “She is so impulsive! I feel a 
hundred years old.” 
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He went out on the words, and Pen at once rounded on 
Mr. Luttrell, saying in accusing accents: “Therel You sec 
now what your precious Lydia has done!” 

*‘She is no worse than you arel In fact, not as badi” 
retorted Piers. **Sbe would not masquerade about the 
country as a boyl I do not wonder at Sir Richard’s feeling 
a hundred years old. If I were betrothed to you, I should 
feel the samel” 

Miss Creed’s eyes flashed. “Well, I will tell you some- 
thing, Piers Luttrelll I have got a cousin with a face hke 
a fish, and be wants to marry me, which is why I escaped out 
a window. But — do you hear me^ — I would a great deal 
rather marry him than you If I had to marry you, I would 
drown myselfl You are stupid, and rude, and spiritless!” 

^‘Merely because I have a little common sense,” began 
Piers, very stiff, and rather flushed. 

He was interrupted. A waiter came in with the news that 
a Young Person desired instant eech with Mr. Wyndham 

Correctly devimng this mythical being to be he»^elf. Pen 
said: “What can that nonsensical girl want now? I wish I 
had never come to Queen CharltonI Oh, very welll Show 
the young person ml” 

“Good God, can it be Lydia?” exclaimed Piers, when 
the waiter^ad withdrawn. 

•The young person was not Miss Daubena3/, but her 
personal maid, a rosy damsel, who appea .. d to be strongly 
imbued with her mistress’s romantic ideaia She came in 
heavily veiled, and presented Pen with a sealed letter. While 
Pen tore it open, and read its agitated message. Piers besieged 
the girl with urgent questions, to which, however, she only 
replied with evasive answers, punctuated by giggles. 

“Good graciousl” exclaimed Pen, deciphering Miss 
Daubenay’s scrawl. “Matters are now desperatel She says 
che will dope with you.” 
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*‘What?** Piers abandoned tiie servant, and strode to 
Pen’s side. “Here, give it to mel” 

Pen warded him off. “She says they are going to send 
her to the Wilds of Lincolnshire.” 

“Yes, yes, that is where her grandmother livesl When 
does she go?” 

“I can’t read it— oh yes, I seel To-morrow morning, with 
her Papa. She saj^ I am to tell you to arrange for the elope- 
ment this evening, without fail.” 

“Good Godl” Piers snatched the letter from her, and 
read it for himself. “Yes, you are right: she does say 
to-morrow morningl Pen, if she goes, it will be the end of 
everything! I never meant to do anything so improper as 
to elope with her, but I have now no choicel It is not as 
though her parents disapprove of me, or — or that I am not 
eligible. If that were so, it would be different. But imtil they 
quarrelled — ^however, talking is to no purposel” He turned 
to the maidservant, who had by this time put back her veil, 
and was listening to him with her mouth open. “Are you 
in your mistress’s confidence?” he demanded. 

“Oh yes, sirl” she assured him, adding with another 
giggle: “Though the master would tear me limb from limb 
if he knew I was taking letters to you, sir.” 

Piers ignored this somewhat exaggerated f statement. 
“Tell me, is your mistress indeed resolved upon this courser” 

“Ohl” said the damsel, clasping her plump hands together, 
“she was never more resolved in her life, sirl ‘I must Fly!’ she 
says to me, clean distracted. *Lucy,’ she says, T am Utterly 
Undone, for All is Discovered!’ So I popped on my bonnet, 
sir, and slipped out when Cook’s back was turned, ‘for,’ says 
my poor young mistress, with tears standing in her eyes fit to 
break anyone’s heart, ‘if I am whisked off to Lincolnshire, 
I shall die!* And so she will, sir, no question!” 

Pen sat down again, hugging her knees. “Nothing could 
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be betterl” she declared. “I alwa3rs liked the notion of your 
eloping to Gretna Green. Li fact, it was my suggestion. 
Only, Lydia told me that you have no money. Piers. Shall 
we make Richard pay for the post-chaise?” 

"Certainly notl” he replied. “Of course I have enough 
money for thatl” 

“I think you ought to have four horses,” she warned him. 
‘‘Posting charges are very high, you know.” 

“Good God, Pen, I’m not penniless! Lydia meant only 
that I am dependent upon my father. If he refuses to forgive 
us, I shall be obliged to find some genteel occupation, but 
I am persuaded that once the deed is done he will very soon 
come round. Oh, Pen! is she not an angel? I am quite 
overcomel Is it not affecting that she should trust me so 
implicitly?” 

Pen opened her eyes at this. “Why shouldn’t she?” she 
asked, surprised. 

“Why shouldn’t she? Reah^, Pen, you don’t understand 
in the least! Think of her placing her life, honour, all, in 
my care!” 

“I don’t see anything wonderful in that,” replied Pen 
contemptuously. “I think it would be a gr^at deal more 
extraor^nary if she didn’t trust you.” 

“I reraember now that you never had much sensibility,” 
said Piers. “You are such a child!” He turned again to the 
interested abigail. “Now, Lucy, attenii ♦■'> me! You must 
take a letter back to your mistress, and assure her besides 
that I shall not fail. Are you prepared to accompany us to 
Scotland?” 

She gaped at him for a moment, but ho vever strange the 
idea might have been to hei it apparently pleased her, tor she 
nodded vehemently, and said; “Oh yes, sir, thank you, sirl” 

“Who ever heard of taking a maid on an elopement?” 
demanded Pen. 
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"I will not ask Lydia to fly with me without some female 
to go with herl” declared Piers nobly. 

“Dear me, I should think she would wish the girl at 
Jerichol” 

“Lydia is quite unused to waiting upon herself,” said 
Piers. “Moreover, the presence of her maid must lend 
respectability to our flight.” 

“Has she a httle lap-dog she would like to take with her 
too?” asked Pen innocently. 

Piers cast her a quelling look, and stalked across the room 
to a small writing-table near the window. After testing the 
pen that lay on it, mending it, and dipping it in the standish, 
he then sat while the ink dried on it, frowning over what 
he should write to his betrothed. Finally, he dipped the pen 
in the standish once more, and began to write, punctuating 
his labour with remmders to Lucy to see that her mistress 
had a warm cloak, and did not bring too many bandboxes 
with her. 

“Or the parrot,” interpolated Pen. 

“Lor’, sir. Miss Lydia hasn’t got any parrotl” 

“If you don’t hold your tongue. Pen 1” 

“No httle lap-dog either?” Pen asked incredulously. 

“No, sir, ’deed, nol There’s only her love-birds, the 
pretty things, and her dovesl” t. 

“Well, you will not have room in the chaise for a dove- 
cot, but you should certainly bring the love-birds,” said Pen, 
with an irrepressible chuckle. 

Piers flung down his pen. “Another word from you, and 
I’ll put you out of the rooml” 

“No, you won’t, because this is a private parlour, and 
you are nothing but a guest in it.” 

“But will I tell Miss to bring the love-birds?” asked Lucy, 
puzzled. 

“Nol” said Piers. '‘Oh, do stop, Penl You ate driving 
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me distractedl Listen, I have told Lydia that I will have a 
chaise waiting in the lane behind the house at midnight. 
Do you think that is too early? Will her parents go to her 
room as late as that?” 

“No, sir, that they won’tl” said Lucy. “The Major does 
be such a one for retiring early! He’ll be in bed and asleep 
by eleven, take my word for it, sirl” 

“Fortunately, it is moonlight,” Piers said, shaking sand 
over his letter. “Listen, Lucyl I depend upon you to see 
that your mistress goes early to bed; she must get what sleep 
she canl And you must wake her at the proper time, do you 
understand? I trust you to pack for her, and to bring 
her safely to me?” 

“Oh, yes, sir!” replied Lucy, bobbing a curtsey. “For I 
wouldn’t be left to face the Major, not for ever sol” 

“You had best go back to the house with all possible 
speed,” Piers said, applying a wafer to the folded letter, and 
handing it to her. “blind, no» that letter must not fall 
into the wrong hands!” 

“If anyone tries to take it from you, you must swallow 
it,” put in Pen. 

“Swallow it, sir?” 

*‘Pay no heed to my friend!” said Piers hastily. “There! 
Be off with you, and remember that I depend upon your 
fidelity!” 

Lucy curtseyed herself out of the roon Piers looked at 
Pen, still hugging her knees on the wind «-seat, and said 
severely; “I suppose you Hatter yourself you have been 
helpful!’* 

Impish lights danced in her eyes. “Oh I have! Only 
think if you had had to tu*,ii back to fetch the love-birds, 
which very likely you would have had to do if I had not 
reminded the abigai! about them!” 

He could not help grinning. “Pen, if she does bring 
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them. I’ll — ^I’ll turn back just to 'vuing your neckl Now I 
must go to arrange for the hire of a chaise, and four &st 
horses.” 

“Where will you find them?” she asked. 

“There is a posting-house at Keynsham where they keep 
very tolerable cattle. I shall drive over there immediately.” 

“Famousl Go where you are known, and let the news of 
your wanting a chaise for midmght spread all over the 
countryside within three hoursi” 

He checked. “I had not thought of thatl The devil! This 
means I must go into Bristol, and I can ill spare the time, 
with so much to attend to.” 

“Nothing of the sortl” said Pen, jumping up. “Now 
I will be helptul indcedl I will drive to Keynsham with you, 
and I will order the chaise.” 

His brow cleared. “Oh Pen, will you? But Sir Richardl 
Will he not object, do you think? Of course, I would take 
every care of you, but ” 

“No, no, he will not object, I assure youl I shall not 
tell him anything about it,” said Pen ingenuously. 

“But that would not be rightl And I should not wish to 
do anything ” 

“I will leave a message for him with the landlord.” 
promised Pen. “Did you walk into the village, o«have you 
a carriage here?” 

“Ob, I drove ini The gig is in the yard now. I confess, 
if you feel it would not be wrong of you to go with me, I 
should be glad of your help.” 

“Only wait while 1 get my hatl” Pen said, and darted off 
in search of it. 



CHAPTER xn 


M ISS CREED and Mr. Luttrell, partaking of midday 
refreshnient in Keynsham’s best inn, and exhaust- 
ively discussing the details of the elopement, were 
neither of them troubled by doubts of the wisdom of the 
gentleman’s whisking his betrothed off to Scotland at a 
moment when that lady had become entangled in a case of 
murder. Indeed, Mr. Luttrell, a single-minded young man, 
was in a fair way to forgetting that he had ever had Beverley 
Brandon to stay with him. He had left his mother trying to 
write a suitable letter to Lady Saar, and if he thought about 
the unfortunate aftair at all it was to reflect comfortably that 
Lady Luttrell would do everything that was proper. His 
conversation was confined a! ost exclusively to his own 
immediate problems, but he digressed several times anim- 
advert on Pen’s unconventional exploits. 

“Of course,” he conceded, “it is not so shocking now 
that I know that you are betrothed to Wynuham, but I own 
it does surprise me thjit he— a man of the worldl — should 
have coivitenanced such a prank. But these Corinthians 
delight in oddities, I believcl I date say no one will wonder 
at it very much. If you were not betrothed it would be 
diilerent, naturallyl” 

Pen’s clear gaze met his steadily. “I think you make a 
great bustle about nothing,” she said. 

“My dear PenI” He gave a little laugh. “You are such 
a childl I believe you haven’t the smallest notion of the ways 
of the worldl” 

She was obliged to admit that this was true. It occurred 
to her rhflf since Piers seem to be well-informed on this 
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subject she might with advantage learn a little from him. 
“If I were not going to marry Richard, would it be very 
dreadful?” she asked. 

“Pcnl What things you do sayl” he exclaimed. “Only 
think of your sitiiation, travelling all the way from London 
in Wyndham’s company, without even your maid to go 
with youl Why, you must marry him nowl” 

She tilted her chin. “I don’t see that I must at all.” 

“Depend upon it, if you do not, he does. I must say, I 
dilink it excessively strange that a man of his years and — 
and milieu — should have wished to marry you. Pen.” He 
realized his speech was scarcely comphmentary, and hastened 
to add: “I don’t mean that precisely, only you ate so much 
younger than he is, and such a hrtle innocentl” 

She pounced on this. “Well, that is one very good reason 
why I need not marry him!” she said. “1 le is so much older 
than I am that I date say no one would think it in the smallest 
degree odd that we should have taken this journey together.” 

“Good Gad, Pen, he is net as old as tliatl What a strange 
girl you arel Don’t you wish to marry him?” 

She stared at him with puckered brows. She thought of 
Sir Richard, of the adventures she had encountered in his 
company, and of the laughter in his eyes, and of the teasing 
note in his voice. Suddenly she flushed rosily, anc|,the tears 
started to her own eyes. “Yes. Oh, yes, I dol” she said. 

“Weill But what is there to cry over?” demanded Piers. 

“For a moment I quite thought Now, don’t be silly, 

Penl” 

She blew her nose defiantly, and said in somewhat 
watery accents: “I’m not cryingl” 

“Indeed, I can’t conceive why you should. I think 
Wyndham a very good sort of a man — a famous fellowl I 
suppose you will become very fashionable. Pen, and cut 
the deuce of a dash in towni” 
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Pen, who could see no future beyond a life spent within 
the walls of her aunt’s respectable house, agreed to this, 
and made haste to direct the conversation into less painful 
channels. , 

Although Keynsham was situated only a few miles distanf 
from Queen Charlton, it was close on the dinner-hour when 
Piers set Pen down at the George Inn again. By this time, 
a post-chaise had been hired, and four good horses chosen 
to draw it, the whole being appointed to arrive at a rendez- 
vous outside the gates of Crome Hall at half-past eleven 
that evening. Beyond a certain degree of anxiety concerning 
the extent of the baggage his betrothed would wish to bring 
with her, and some fears that her flight might be intercepted 
at the outset, Mr. Luttrell had nothing further to worry 
about, as his guide and mentor frequently assured him. 

Pen would have liked to have been present at the fatal 
hour, but this offer Piers declined. They bade each other 
farewell, therefore, at the d -vr of the George Inn, neither 
suffering the smallest pang at die notion that each was about 
to be joined in wedlock to another. 

Having waved a last good-bye to her old playmate. Pen 
went into the inn, and was met by Sir Ri .hard, who looked 
her up and down, and said: “Abominable brat, you had 
better giake a clean breast of the whole! VCliere have you 
been, and what mischief have you done?” 

“Oh, but I left a message for youl” i’ui protes^’ed. “Did 
they not give it to you, sir?” 

“They did. But the intelligence that ^ou had gone off with 
young Lutrrell merely filled me with misgiving. ConfessI” 

She twinkled up at him. “Well, perhaps you will not 
be pleased, but indred I did it all for the best, Richard!” 

“This becomes more and more ominous. I am persuaded 
you have committed some devilry.” 

She passed into the parlour, and went to the mirror 
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above the fireplace to pat her crisp, dishevelled curls Into 
order. “Not devilry, precisely,” she demurred. 

Sir Richard who had been observing her in some amuse- 
ment, said: “I am relieved. Yes, I think the sooner you 
put on your petticoats again the better. Pen. That is a very 
feminine trick, let me tell you.” 

She coloured, laughed, and turned away from the mirror. 
“I forgot. Well, it doesn’t signify, after all, for it seems 
to me that I have reached the end of my adventure.” 

“Not quite,” he replied. 

“Yes, I have. You do not knowl” 

“You look extremely wicked. Out with itl” 

“Piers and Lydia are going to elope to-nightl” 

The laugh died out of his eyes. “Pen, is this your doing?” 
“Oh no, indeed it is not, sir! In fact, I had quite a 
different plan, only I dared not tell you, and, as a matter of 
fact. Piers did not think w^l of it. I wanted to abduct Lydia, 
so that Piers could rescue her from me, and so' ^ften her 
Papa’s heart. However, I dare say you would not have 
approved of that.” 

“I should not,” said Sir Richard emphatically. 

“No, that’s why I said nothing to you about it. In the 
end Lydia decided to elope.” 

“You mean that you bullied the wretched girl— 

“I did not! You are n ost unjust, sir! On my honour, 
I did not! I don’t say that I didn’t perhaps put die notion 
into her head, but it was all the Major’s doing. He threat- 
ened to take her to 'Lincolnshire to-morrow morning, and 
of course she could not support life there! Oh, here comes 
the waiter! I will tell you the whole story presently.” 

She retired to her favourite seat in the window while the 
covers were laid, and Sir Richard, standing with his back 
to the mighty fireplace, watched her. The waiter took his 
time over the preparations for dinner, and during one of his 
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brief absences from the parlour. Pen said abruptly: “You 
were quite right: he has changed, sir. Only you were wrong 
about one thing: he does not think I have changed at all.’* 

“I did not suspect him to be capable of paying you so 
pretty a compliment,” said Sir Richard, raising his brows. 

“Well, I don’t think he meant it to be a compliment,” 
said Pen doubtfully. 

He smiled but said nothing. The waiter came back into 
the room with a laden tray, and began to set various dishes 
on the table. When he had withdrawn. Sir Richard pulled 
a chair out for Pen, and said: “You are served, brat. 
Hungry?” 

“Not very,” she replied, sitting down. 

He moved to his own place. “Why, how is this?” 

“Well, I don’t know. Piers is going to elope with Lydia 
at midnight.” 

“I trust that circumstance has not taken away your 
appetite?^,^ 

“Oh nol I think they w I deal famously together, for 
they are both very silly.” 

“True. What had you to do with their elopement?” 

“Oh, very little, I assure you, sirl Lydia made up her 
mind to do it without any urging from .ne. All I did was 
to hire the post-chaise for Piers, on account of his being 
well-known in Keynsham.” 

“I suppose that means that we shall be obh'ged to sustain 
another visit from Major Daubenay. I seem 10 be plunging 
deeper and deeper into a life of crim 

She looked up enquiringly. “Why, sir? You have done 
nothingl” 

“I am aware. But I undoubtedly should do something.” 

“Oh no, it is all arranged! There is truly nothing left 
to do.” 

“You don’t think that I— as one having reached years 
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of discretion— might perhaps be expected to nip this 
shocking affair in the bud?” 

“Tell the Major, do you mean?” Pen cried. “Oh, Richard, 
you would not do such a cruel thing? I am persuaded you 
could notl” 

He refilled his glass. “I could, very easily, but I won’t. 
1 am not, to tell you the truth, much interested in the affairs 
of a pair of lovers whom I have found, from the outset, 
extremely tiresome. Shall we discuss instead our own 
affairs?” 

“Yes, I think we ought to,” she agreed. “I have been so 
busy to-day I had almost forgot the stammering-man. I do 
trust, Richard, we shall not be arrestedl” 

“Indeed, so do I!” he said, laughing. 

“It’s very well to laugh, but I could see that Mr. Philips 
did not like us at all.” 

“I fear that your activities disarranged his mind. Fortu- 
nately, news has reached him that a man whom I suspect of 
being none other than the egregious Captain Trimble has 
been taken up by the authorities in Bath.” 

“Good gracious, I never thought he would be caughti 
Pray, had he the necklace?” 

“That, I am as yet unable to tell you. It is to be hoped 
that Luttrell and his bride will not prolong thei^ honey- 
moon, since I fancy Lydia will be wanted to identify the 
prisoner.” 

“If she knew that, I dare say she would never come back 
at all,” said Pen. 

“A public-spirited female,” commented Sir Richard. 

Sl^e giggled. “Sh<’ has no spirit at all. I told you so, siti 
Will the — the authorities wish to see me?” 

“I hardly think so. In any event, they are not going to 
sec you.” 

“No, I must say I feel it might be excessively awkward 
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if I wcte forced to appear,” remarked Pen. “In fact, sit, I 
think — I think I had better go home, don’t you?” 

He looked at her. “To your Aunt Almetia, brat?” 

“Yes, of course. There is nowhere else for me to go.** 

**And Cousin Fred?” 

“Well, I hope that after all the adventures I have gone 
through he will not want to marry me any more,” said Pen 
optimistically. “He is very easily shocked, you know.” 

“Such a man would not be at all the husband for you,” 
he said, shaking his head. “You must undoubtedly choose 
some one who is not at all easily shocked.” 

“Perhaps I had better mend my ways,” said Pen, with a 
swift unhappy smile. 

“That would be a pity, for your ways are delightful. I 
have a better plan than yours. Pen.” 

She got up quickly from the table. “No, nol Please no, 
sirl” she said in a choking vc« 'e. 

He too rose, and held out his hand. “Why do you say 
that? I want you to marry me. Pen.” 

“Oh Richard, I wish you would notl” she begged, 
retreating to the window. “Indeed, 1 dc I’l want you to 
offer for me. It is extremely obhging of you, but 1 could 
notl” 

“Obliging of mel What nonSence is this?” 

“Yes, yes, I know why you have said itl” she said dis- 
tressfully. “You feel that you have co. romised me, but 
indeed you haven’t, for no one will ever know the truthl” 

“I detect the fell hand of Mr. Luttrell,” said Sir Richard 
rather grimly. “What pernicious rubbish has he been 
putting into your head, my Lttle one?” 

This term of endearment made Pen wink away a sudden 
tear. “Oh nol Only I was stupid not to think of it before. 
Really, I have no more sense than Lydial But you arc so 
much older than I am that it truly did not occur to me — 
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until Piers came, and that you told him, to save my &ce, that 
we were betrothedl Then I saw what a little fool I had beenl 
But it does not signify, sit, for Piers will never breathe a 
word, even to Lydia, and Aunt Almeria need not know that 
I have been with you all the time.” 

“Pen, will you stop talking nonsense? I am not in the 
least chivalrous, my dear: you may ask my sister, and she 
will tell you that I am the most selfish creature alive. 1 never 
do anything to please anyone but myself.” 

“T^t I know to be untniel” Pen said. “If your sister 
thinks it, she doesn’t know you. And I am not talking 
nonsense. Piers was shocked to find me with you, and you 
did think he had reason, or you would not have said what 
you did.” 

“Oh yes!” he responded. “I am well aware of what the 
world would think of this escapade, but, believe me, my 
little love, I don’t offer marriage from motives of chivalry. 
To be plain with you, I started on this adventure because 
I was drunk, and because I was bored, and because I thought 
I had to do something which was distasteful to me. I stayed 
in it because I found myself enjoymg it as I have not enjoyed 
anything for years.” 

“You did not enjoy the stage-coach,” she reminded him. 

“No, but we need not make a practice of travelling by the 
stage-coach, need we?” he said, smiling down at her. 
“Briefly, Pen, when I met you I was about to contract a 
marriage of convenience. Within twelve hours of making 
your acquaintance, I knew that no matter what might hap- 
pen, I would not contract that marriage. Within twenty-four 
hours, my dear, I knew that I had found what I had come 
to believe did not exist.” 

“What was that?” she asked shyly. 

His smile was a little twisted. “A womans 
no, a chit of a girl! An impertinent, atrocious, audacious 
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brat— whom I am very sure I cannot live without.” 

“OhI” said Pen, blushing furiously. “How kind of you 
to say that to me! I know just why you do, and indeed I am 
very grateful to you for putting it so prettilyl” 

“And you don’t believe a word of it!” 

“No, for I am very sure you would not have thought of 
marrying me if Piers had not been in love with Lydia 
Daubenay,” she said simply. “You are sorry for me, because 
of that, and so ” 

“Not in the least.” 

“I think you are a little, Richard. And I quite see that to 
a person like you — for it is no use to pretend to me that you 
are selfish, because I know that you arc nothing of the sort — 
to a person like you, it must seem that you are bound in 
honour to marry me. Now, confess! That is true, is it not? 
Don’t — please don’t tell me polite lies!” 

“Very well,” he replied. “P true that having embroiled 
you in this situation I ought in honour to offer you the pro- 
tection of my name. But I am offering you my heart. Pen.” 

She searched feverishly for her handkerchief, and mopped 
her brimming eyes with it. “Oh, I do thank j oul” she said in 
a muffled voice. “You have such beautiful manners, sir!” 

“Pen, you impossible child!” he exclaimed. ' 1 am trying 
to tell youathat I love you, and all you will say is that I ^vc 
beautiRil manners!” 

“You cannot fall in love with a pers> in three daysl” 
she objected. 

He had taken a step towards her, but he checked himself 
at that. “I see.” 

She gave her eyes a final wipe, and said apologetically: 
**1 beg your pardoni I didn’t mean to cry, only 1 think I am 
a little tired, besides having had a shock, on account di 
Piers, you know.” 

. Sir Richard, who had been intimately acquainte4^ with 
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many women, thought that he did know, ‘T was afraid of 
that,” he said. “Did you care so much. Pen?” 

“No, but I thought I did, and it is all very lowering, if 
you understand what I mean, sir.” 

“I suppose I do. I am too old for you, am I not?” 

“I am too young for you,” said Pen unsteadily. “I dare say 
you think I am amusing — in fact, I know you do, for you 
are for ever laughing at me — but you would very soon grow 
tired of laughing, and — and perlups be sorry that you had 
married me,” 

“I am never tired of laughing.” 

“Please do not say any morel” she implored. “It has 
been such a splendid adventure xxntil Piers came, and forced 
you to say what you didl I — I would rather that you didn’t 
say any more, Richard, if you pleasel” 

He perceived that his careful strategy in allowing her to 
meet her old playfellow before declaring himself had been 
mistaken. There did not seem to be any way of explaining 
this. No doubt, he thought, she had from the outset 
regarded him in an avuncular light. He wondered how 
deeply her affections had been rooted in the dream-figure 
of Piers Luttrell, and, misreading her tears, feared that her 
heart had indeed suffered a severe wound. He wanted very 
much to catch her up in his arms, overbearing hef resistance 
and her scruples, but her very trust in him set up a barrier 
between them. He said, with the shadow of a smile: “I have 
given myself a hard task, have I not?” 

She did not understand him, and so said nothing. Not 
until Piers had shown her a shocked face, and Sir Richard 
had dbimed her as his prospective wife, had she questioned 
her own heart. Sir Richard had been merely her delightful 
travelHiig companion, an immensely superior personage on 
whom 6ne could place one’s dependence. The object of 
her jotirney had obsessed her thoughts to such a degree 
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that she had never paused to ask herself whether the 
entrance into her life of a Corinthian had not altered the 
whole complexion of her adventure. But it had; and when 
she had encountered Piers, it had been suddenly borne in 
upon her that she did not care two pins for him. Then 
Corinthian had ousted him from her mind and heart. Then 
Piers had turned the adventure into a faintly sordid intrigue, 
and Sir Richard had made his declaration, not because he 
had wanted to (for if he had, why should he have held his 
tongue till then?) but because honour had forced the words 
out of him. It was absurd to think that a man of fashion, 
nearing his thirtieth year, could have fallen head-over-cars 
in love with a miss scarcely out of the schoolroom, however 
easily the miss might have tumbled into love with him. 

“Very well. Miss Creed,” said Sir Richard. “I wiD woo 
you in form, and according to all the dictates of convention.” 

The ubiquitous waiter chose this moment to come into 
the parlour to clear the table. Turning to gaze out of the 
window. Miss Creed reflected that in a more perfect world 
no servant would intrude upon his legitimate business at 
unreasonable moments. While the waiter, v^ho seemed from 
his intermittent sniffs to be suffering from a cold in the head, 
shuffled about the room, clattering plates and dishes together 
on a tray^she resolutely winked away another tear, and fixed 
her attention on a mongrel dog, scratcung for fleas in the 
middle of the street. But this object of in rest was presently 
sent scuttling to cover by the approach of a smart curricle 
drawn by a pair of fine bays, and driven by a young blood 
in a coat of white drab cloth, with as many as fifteen capes, 
and two tiers of pockets. A Belcher handkerchief protruded 
from an inner pocket, and the coat was flung open to display 
an astonishing view of a kerseymere waistcoat, woven in 
stripes of blue and yellow, and a cravat of white muslin 
spotted with black. A bouquet was stuck in a buttcm-hole of 
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die driving-coat, and a tall hat with a conical crown and an 
Allen brim was set at a rakish angle on the head of this 
exquisite. 

The equipage drew up outside the George, and a small 
Tiger jumped down from the back of the curricle, and ran 
to the horses’ heads. The exquisite cast aside the rug that 
covered his legs, and alighted, permitting Miss Creed a 
gh'mpse of white corduroy breeches, and short boots with 
very long tops. He passed into the inn while she was still 
blinking at such a vision, and set up a shout for the landlord. 

“Good gracious, sir, such an odd creature has arrived! 
I wish you could have seen him!” Pen exclaimed. “Only 
fancyl He has a blue-and-yellow striped waistcoat, and a 
spotted tiel” 

“1 wear them myself sometimes,” murmured Sir Richard 
apologetically. 

She turned, determined to keep the conversation to such 
unexceptionable subjects. “You, sir? I cannot believe such 
a thing to be possible!” 

“It sounds remarkably hke the insignia of the Four-Horse 
Qub,” he said. “But what in the name of all that’s wonderful 
should one of our members be doing in Queen Charlton?” 

A confused sound of conversation reached them from 
the entrance-parlour. Above it the landlord’s voife, which 
tjm rather high-pitched, said clearly: “My best parlour is 
bespoke by Sir Richard Wyndham, sir, but if your honour 

would condescend ” 

*'Whatr 

There was no difficulty at all in hearing the monosyllable, 
for it was positively shouted. 

“Oh, my God!” said Sir Richard, and turned to run a 
quick eye over Miss Creed. “Careful now, brat! I ^cy I 
Imow this traveller. What in the world have you done to 
Chat cravat? Come here!” 
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He had barely time to straighten Miss Creed’s crumpled 
tie when the same penetrating voice uttered: “Where? In 
there? Don’t be a fool, manl I know him welll” and hasty 
footsteps were heard crossing the entrance-parlour. 

The door was dung open; the gentleman in the fifteen- 
caped driving-coat strode in, and, upon setting eyes on Sir 
Richard, cast his hat and gloves from him, and started 
forward, exclaiming: Ricky, you dog, what are you 

doing here?” 

Pen, effacing herself by the window, watched the tall 
young man wring Sir Richard’s hand, and wondered where 
she could have seen him before. He seemed vaguely 
familiar to her, and the very timbre of his reckless voice 
touched a cord of memory. 

“Well upon my soull” he said. “If this don’t beat all! 
I don’t know what the deuce you’re doing here, but you’re 
the very man I want to see. Ricky, does that offer of yours 
hold good? Damme, if it does, I’m off to the Peninsula by 
the first boatl There’s the devil and all to pay in the family 
this timel” 

“I know it,” Sit Richard said. "I take it you have heard 
the news about Beverley?” 

“My God, don’t tell m&you*ve heard it?” 

“I foupd him,” Sir Richard said. 

The Honourable Cedric clapped a hand to his head. 
“Found him? What, weren’t looking for him, Ricky, 
were you? How many more people know about it? Where’s 
that damned necklace?” 

“Unless the law-officers have now got it, I fancy it is in 
one Captain Trimble’s pocket. It was once in my possession, 
but I handed it over to Beverley, to — er — ^restore to your 
father. When he was murdered ” 

Cedric recoiled, his jaw dropping. “What’s tha^ 
Murdered? Ricky, not Bev?” 
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“Ahl” said Sir Richard, "so you didt^t know?’* 

“Good Godl” Cedric said. His roving eye alighted on 
the decanter and the glasses which the waiter had left upon 
the table. He poured himself out a glass, and tossed it off. 
"That’s better. So Bev’s been murdered, has he? Well, I 
came here with a little notion of murdering him myself. 
Who did it?” 

“Trimble, I imagine,” Sir Richard replied. 

Cedric paused in the act of refilling his glass, and looked 
up quickly. “For the sake of the necklace?” 

“Presumably.” 

To Pen’s astonishment, Cedric broke into a shout of 
laughter. “Oh, by God, but that’s rich!” he gasped. “Oh, 
blister me, Ricky, that’s hell’s own jest!” 

Sir Richard put up his eyeglass, surveying his young 
friend through it with faint surprise. “I did not, of course, 
expect the news to prostrate you with grief, but I confess I 
was hardly prepared ” ‘ 

“Paste, dear old boy! nothing but paste!” said Cedric, 
doubled up over a chair-back. 

The eyeglass dropped. “Dear me!” said Sir Richard. 
"Yes, I ought to have thought of that. Saar?” 

“Years ago!” Cedric said, wiping his streaming eyes with 
the Belcher handkerchief. “Only came out when I— I, mark 
you, Ricky! — set the Bow Street Runners on to it! I thought 
m’ father was devilish lukewarm over the affair. Never 
guessed, however! There was m’ mother sending messenger 
upon messenger up to Broolc Street, and the girls nagging 
at me, so off I went to Bow Street. Fact is, my head’s never 
at its best in the morning. No sooner had I set the blood- 
hounds on to the damned necklace than I began to think 
the thing over. I told you Bev was a bad man, Ricky. I’ll 
lay you a monkey he stole the necklace.” 

Sir Richard nodded. “Quite true.” 
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“Damme, I call that going too far! M’ mother had a 
secret hiding-place made for it in her chaise. M’ father knew. 
I knew. Bev knew. Dare say the girls knew. But no one 
else, d’ye mark me? Thought it all out at White’s. Nothing 
like brandy for clearing the head! Then I remembered that 
Bev took himself off to Bath last week. Never could imagine 
whyl Thought I’d better look into things m’self. Just made 
up my mind to take a httle journey to Bath, when in walked 
m’ father in a deuce of a pucker. He’d heard from Mehssa 
that I’d been to Bow Street. Pounced on me, looking as 
queer as Dick’s hatband, and wanting to know what the 
devil I meant by setting the Runners on to it. Now, Ricky, 
dear boy, would you say I was a green ’un? Give you my 
word I never guessed what was coming! Always thought 
m’ father meant to stick to the diamonds! He sold ’em three 
years ago when he had that run of bad luck! Had ’em 
copied, so that no one was the wiser, not even my mother! 
He was as mad as Bedlam witii me, and damme, I don’t 
blame him, for if my Runner ran the necklace to earth 
there’d be the devil to pay, and no pitch hot! So that’s why 
I’m here. But what beats me is, what m thunder brought 
you here?” 

“You told me to run,” murmured Sir Richard. 

“So I did, but to tell you the truth I never thought you 
would, dear boy. But why here? Out with it, Ricky! You 
never came here in search of Bev!” 

“No, I didn’t. I came upon purely — er — family afhiirs. 
I fancy you have never met my young cousin. Pen Brown?’* 

“Never knew you had a cousin of that name. Who is he?” 
said Cedric cheerfully. 

Sir Richard made a slight movement, indicating Pen’s 
presence. The room was deeply shadowed, for the waiter 
had not yet brought in the candles, and the twihght was 
fading. Cedric turned his head, and stared with narrowed 
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eyes towards the window-seat, where Pen had been sitting’, 
half hidden by the curtains. “Damme, I never saw youl” 
he exclaimed. “How d’ye do?” 

“Mr. Brandon, Pen,” Sir Richard explained. 

She came forward to shake hands, just as the waiter 
entered with a couple of chandeliers. He set them down 
upon the table, and moved across the room to draw the 
curtains. The sudden glow of candlelight for a moment 
dazzled Cedric, but as he released Pen’s hand his vision 
cleared, and became riveted on her guinea-gold curls. A 
portentous frown gathered on his brow, as he struggled 
with an erratic memory. “Hey, wait a minutel” he said. 
“I haven’t seen you before, have I?” 

“No, I don’t think so,” replied Pen in a small voice. 

“That’s what I thought. But there’s something about 
you — did you say he was a cousin of yours, Ricky?” 

“A distant cousin,” amended Sir Richard. 

“Name of Brown?” 

Sir Richard sighed. “Is it so marvellous?” 

“Damme, dear boy, I’ve known you from m* cradle, bat 
I never heard of any relative of yours called Brownl What’s 
the game?” 

“If I had guessed that you were so interested in the 
ramifications of my family, Cedric, I would hav^ informed 
you of Pen’s existence.” 

The waiter, interested, but unable to prolong his labours 
in the parlour, slowly and sadly withdrew. 

“Something devilish queer about thisl” pronounced 
Cedric, with a shake of his head. “Something at the back of 
my mind, too. Where’s that burgundy?” 

“Well, I thought at first that I had met you before,** 
oflered Pen. “But that was because of your likeness to the 
stam — ^to the other Mr. Brandon.” 

“Don’t tell me you knew him!” exclaimed Cedric. 
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*‘Not very well. We happened to meet him here.” 

‘Til tell you what, my lad: he was no fit company for a 
suckling hke you,” said Cedric severely. He frowned upon 
her again, but apparently abandoned the effort to recall the 
errant memory, and turned back to Sir Richard. “But your 
cousin don’t explain your being here, Ricky. Damme, what 
did bring you to this place?” 

“Chance,” replied Sir Richard. “I was— -er — constrained 
to escort my cousin to this neighbourhood, upon urgent 
family affiiirs. Upon the way, we encountered an individual 
who was being pursued by a Bow Street Runner — your 
Runner, Ceddie — and who slipped a certain necklace into 
my cousin’s pocket.” 

“You don’t mean it! But did you know Bev was here?” 

“By no means. That fact was only revealed to me when 
I overheard him exchanging somewhat unguarded re- 
criminations with the man whom I suppose to have murdered 
him. To be brief with you, tl -re were three of them mixed 
up in this lamentable affair, and one of the three had bubbled 
the other two. I restored the necklace to Beverley, on the 
understanding that it should go back to Saar.” 

Cedric cocked an eyebrow. “Steady now, Ricky, steady! 
I’m nof cork-brained, dear old boy! Bev never consented to 
give the diamonds back — unless he was afraid you were 
going to tmll his camster. Devilish hly-livcrcd, Bev! Was 
that the way of it?” 

“No,” said Sir Richard. “That was not the way of it.” 

“Ricky, you fool, don’t tell me you bought him off!” 

“I didn’t.” 

“Promised to, eh? I warned you! I warned you to have 
nothing to do with Bev! However, if he’s dead there’s no 
harm done! Go on!” 

“There is really very little more to tell you. 
Beverley found — ^by me — de&d, in a spinney not 
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fat from here, last night. The necKlace had vanished.” 

*'The devil it hadi Y’know, Ricky, this is a damned ugly 
business! And, the more I think of it the less I understand 
why you left town in such a hurry, and without a word to 
anyone. Now, don’t tell me you came on urgent family 
af&irs, dear boy! You were disguised that night! Never 
seen you so foxed in my life! You said you were going to 
walk home, and by what the porter told George you had it 
fixed in your head your house was somewhere in the 
direction of Brook Street. Well, I’ll lay anyone what odds 
they like you did not go to serenade Melissal Damme, what 
did happen to you?” 

“Oh, I went home!” said Sir Richard placidly. 

“Yes, but where did this young sprig come into it?” 
demanded Cedric, casting a puzzled glance at Pen. 

“On my doorstep. He had come to find me, you see.” 

“No, damn it, Ricky, that won’t do!” protested Cedric. 
“Not at three in the morning, dear boy!” 

“Of course not!” interposed Pen. “I had been awaiting 
him — oh, for hours!” 

“On the doorstep?” said Cedric incredulously. 

“There were reasons why I did not wish the servants to 
know that I was in town,” explained Pen, with a false air of 
candour. ^ 

“Well, I never heard such a tale in my life!” said Cedric. 
“It ain’t like you, Ricky, it ain’t like you! I called to see 
you myself next morning, and I foimd Louisa and George 
there, and the whole house in a pucker, with not a man-jack 
knowing where the devil you’d got to. Oh, by Jupiter, and 
George would have it you had drowned yourselfl” 

“Drowned myself! Good God, why?” 

“Melissa, dear boy, Melissal” chuckled Cedric. “Bed not 

slept in — crumpled cravat in the grate — lock of ” He 

broke off, and jerked his head round to stare at Pen. “By. 
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God, I have it! Now T know what was puzzling me! That 
hair! It was youisl” 

“Oh, the devil!” said Sir Richard. “So that was found, 
was it?” 

“One golden curl under a shawl. George would have it 
it was a relic of your past. But hell and the devil confound 
it, it don’t make sense! You never went to call on Ricky in 
the small hours to get your hair cut, boy!” 

“No, but he said I wore my hair too long, and that he 
would not go about with me looking so,** said Pen 
desperately. “And he didn’t like my cravat cither. He was 
drunk, you know.” 

“He wasn’t as drunk as that,” said Cedric. “I don’t know 
who you arc, but you ain’t Ricky’s cousin. In fact, it’s my 
belief you ain’t even a boy! Damme, you’re Ricky’s past, 
that’s what you are!” 

, “I am not!” said Pen indj,:iantly. “It is quite true that 
I’m not a boy, but I never saw Richard in my life until that 
night!” 

“Never saw him until that night?” repeated Cedric, 
dazed. 

“Nq! It was all chance, wasn’t it, Richard?” 

“It was,” agreed Sir Richard, who seemed to be amused. 
“She dropped out of a window into my arms, Ceddie.” 

“She dropped out of — give me soipe more burgtmdyl” 
said Cedric. 
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H aving fortified himself from the decanter, Cedric 
sighed, and shook his head. “No use, it still seems 
devilish odd to me. Females don’t drop out of 
windows.” 

“Well, I didn’t drop out precisely. I climbed out, because 
I was escaping from my relations.” 

“I’ve often wanted to escape from mine, but I never 
thought of climbing out of a window.” 

. “Of course notl” said Pen scornfully. “You are a manl” 
Cedric seemed dissatisfied. “Only females escape out of 
windows? Something wrong there.” 

“I think you are excessively stupid. I escaped out of the 
window because it was dangerous to go by the door. And 
Richard happened to be passing at the time, which was a 
very fortunate circumstance because the sheets were not 
long enough, and I had to jump.” 

“Do you mean to tell me you climbed down the sheets?” 
demanded Cedric. 

“Yes, of course. How else could I have got ovA, pray?” 
“Well, if that don’t beat all!” he exclaimed admiringly. 
“Oh, that was nothingl Only when Sir Richard guessed 
that I was not a boy he thought it would not be proper for. 
me to journey to this place alone, so he took me to his 
house, and cut my hair more neatly at the back, and tied 
my cravat for me, and — and that is why you found those 
things in his libraryl” 

Cedric cocked an eye at Sir Richard. “Danome, I knew 
you’d shot the cat, Ricky, but I never guessed you were as 
bosky as that!” 


aaa 
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“Yes,” said Sir Riqhard reflectively, “I flincy I must have 
been rather more up in the world than I suspected.” 

*‘Up in the world! Dear old boy, you must have been 
clean raddled! And how the deuce did you get here? For I 
remember now that George said your horses were all in the 
stables. You never travelled in a hired chaise, Ricky!” 

“Certainly not,” said Sir Richard. “We travelled on the 
stage.” 

“On the — on the ** Words failed Cedric. 

“That was Pen’s notion,” Sir Richard explained kindly. 
“I must confess I was not much in favour of it, and I still 
consider the stage an abominable vehicle, but there is no 
denying we had a very adventurous journey. -Really, to have 
gone post would have been sadly flat. Wc were over-turned 
in a ditch; we became — er — intimately acquainted with a 
thief; we found ourselves in possession of stolen goods; 
asysted in an elopement; and discovered a murder. I had 
not dreamt life could hold so much excitement.” 

Cedric, who had been gazing at him open-mouthed, began 
to laugh. “Lord, I shall never get over this! You, Ricky! 
Oh Lord, and there was Louisa ready to swear you would 
never dojanything unbefitting a man of fashion, and George 
thinking you at the bottom of the river, and Melissa 
standing tt> it that you had gone off to watch a mill! Gad, 
she’ll be as mad as fire! Out-jockeyed, by Jupiter! Piqued, 
repiqued, slammed, and capotted!” He once more mopped 
his eyes with the Belcher handkerchief. “You’ll have to 
buy me that pair of colours, Ricky: damme, you owe it to 
me, for I told you to run, now, didn’t I?” 

**But he did not run!” Pen said anxiously. “It was / who 
tan. Richard didn’t.” 

**Oh yes, I did!” said Sir Richard, taking snuff. 

“No, no, you know you only camq to take care of me; 
you said I could not go alone!” 
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Cedric looked at her in a puzzled way. “Y’know, I can’t 
make this out at alll If you only met t^ee nights ago, you 
can’t be elopingl” 

“Of course we’re not elopingl I came here on — on a 
private matter, and Richard pretended to be my tutor. 
There is not a question of eloping!” 

“Tutor? Lord! I thought you said he was yoiir cousin?” 

“My dear Cedric, do try not to be so hidebound!” begged 
Sir Richard. “I have figured as a tutor, an uncle, a trustee, 
and a cousin.” 

“You seem to me to be a sad romp!” Cedric told Pen 
severely. “How old are you?” 

“I am seventeen, but I do not see that it is any concern 
of yours.” 

“Seventeen!” Cedric cast a dismayed glance at Sir 
Richard. “Ricky, you madman! You’re in the basket now, 
the pair of you! And what your mother and Louisa will 

say, let alone that sour-faced sister of mine ! When is 

the wedding?” 

“That,” said Sir Richard, “is the point we were discussing 
when you walked in on us.” 

"Better get married quietly somewhere where ^you ain’t 
known. You know what people are!” Cedric said, wagging 
his head. “Damme, if I won’t be best man!” , 

“Well, you won’t,” said Pen, flushing. “We are not 
going to be married. It is quite absurd to think of such a 
thing.” 

“I know it’s absurd,” replied Cedric frankly. “But you 
should have thought of that before you started jauntering 
about the country in this crazy fashion. There’s nothing for 
it now: you’ll have to be married!” 

“I won’t!” Pen declared. “No one need ever know that 
I am not a boy, except you, and one other, who doesn’t 
signify.” 
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**But my dear girl, it won’t dol Take it from me, it won’t 
dol If you don’t know that. I’ll be bound Ricky does. I 
daresay you don’t fancy the notion, but he’s a devilish fine 
catch, you know. Blister it, we were looking to him to 
bring our family fortunes about, so we werel” he added, 
with an irrepressible chuckle. 

“I think you are vulgar and detestablel” said Pen. “I 
have got a great deal of money of my own; in fact. I’m an 
heiress, and I have a very good mind not to marry anyonel” 

“But only think what a wastel” protested Cedric. “If 
you are an heiress, and you can’t stomach the notion of 
marrying Ricky, for which I won’t blame you, for the Lord 
knows he’s no lady’s manl — a hardened case, m’ dear: never 
looked seriously at a female in his life! — I suppose you 
wouldn’t make shift with your humble servant?” 

“Your convetsation, my dear Cedric, is always edifying,” 
^aid Sir Richard icily. 

But Pen, instead of being ottended, giggled. “No, thank 
you. I shouldn’t like to marry you at all.” 

“I was afraid you wouldn’t. You’ll have to take Ricky, 
then: nothing else for itl But you’re too y'lung for him: no 
getting away from thatl Damme, if I know what maggot got 
into your heads to set you off on this crazy adventure!” 

“You are labouring under a misapprehension, Cedric,” 
said Sir Richard. “There is nothing I desire more than to 
marry Pen.” 

“Well, of all things!” gasped Cedric. “And here was I 
thinking you a hopeless case!” 

“I am going to bed,” stated Pen. 

Sir Richard moved across the door to open it for her. “Yes 
my child: go to bed. But pray do not let Cedric’s artless 
chatter prejudice you! For addle-pated folly I have never met 
his equal.” He possessed himself of hej: hand, as she spoke, and 
•lifted it to his lips. “Pleasant dreams, brat,” he said softly. 
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She felt a lump rise in her throat, achieved a tremulous 
smile, and fled, but not before she had heard Cedric exclaim 
in tones of tlie liveliest surprise: “Ricky, you ain’t really in 
love with that chit, are you?” 

“I think,” said Sir Richard, closing the door, “that we 
shall be more usefully employed in discussing the circum- 
stances which brought you here, Cedric.” 

“Oh, by all meansl” Cedric sa d hastily. “Beg pardoni 
No intention of prying into your affairs, dear boy; not the 
least in the worldl Now, don’t get into a miffl You know 
how it is with mel Never could keep a discreet tongue in 
my headi” 

. “That is what I am afraid of,” Sir Richard said dryly. 

“Mum as an oysterl” Cedric assured him. “But that you 

of all men, Ricky 1 That’s what beats mel However, no 

concern of minel What’s all this you were telling me about 
Bev?” 

“He’s dead. That seems to be the most important thing.” 

“Well, it’s no good expecting me to pull a long face over 
it. He was a bad man, take my word for itl What was he 
doing in this spinney you talk of?” 

“As a matter of fact, he went there to meet me,” ^d Sir 
Richard. 

Cedric frowned at him. “More in this than meets the 
eye. Why, Ricky?” 

"To be plain with you, he had hit upon the notion of 
extorting money from me by threatening to make known 
the fact that my supposed cousin was a girl in disguise.” 

“Yes, that’s Bev all over,” nodded Cedric, quite unsur- 
prised. “Offered to pay his debts, didn’t you?” 

“Oh, I had offered that earlier in the dayl Unfortunately 
Captain Trimble learned of my appointment with Beverley 
in the spinney, and went fhere before me. I fancy he had 
nothing more than robbery in mind. There a witness^ 
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to the meeting, who described how a quarrel sprang up, 
and how Trimble struck Beverley down, searched his 
pockets, and made off. Possibly he thought he had merely 
stunned him. When I found him his neck was broken.” 

“Jupiterl” said Cedric, giving a whistle of consternation* 
“It’s worse than I thought, then! The devil! There will be 
no hushing this up. They don’t suspect you of having a 
hand in it, do they, Ricky?” 

“I am fast acquiring a most unsavoury reputation in this 
neighbourhood, but so far I have not been arrested for 
murder. What precise object had you in coming here?” 

“Why, to choke the truth out of Bev, of course! Couldn’t 
get it out of my head he was at the bottom of that robbery. 
He was badly ipped, y’know. M’ father wants my blood- 
hound called off, too, but I’m damned if I can come up with 
any trace of him. If you met the fellow on the Bristol road, 
th^t would account for my misring him. I went to Bath. 
Last I heard of Bev was that he was there, with Freddie 
Fotheringham. Freddie told me Bev had gone off to stay 
with some people called Luttrell, living at a place near here. 
So I saw m’ mother, got the full story of the robbery out of 
her^ and /:ame on here. Non/ what’s to do?” 

“You had better make the acquaintance of the local 
magistrate A man who might well be Trimble was taken 
up in Bath to-day, but whether the necklace was on him I 
know not.” 

“Must lay my hands on that plaguey necklace!” frowned 
Cedric. “Won’t do if the truth about that were to come 
out. But what are you going to do, Ricky? It seems to me 
you’re in the deuce of a coil too.” 

“I shall no doubt be able to answer that question when 
. 1 have talked the matter over with Pen to-morrow,” Sir 
Richard replied. 

'But Sir Richard was not destined to have the opportunity 



228 


THE CORINTHIAN 


of talking over any matter with Miss Creed upon the morrow 
Miss Creed, going dejectedly up to bed, sat for a long time 
at the open window of her room, and gazed blindly out 
upon the moonlit scene. She had spent, she decided, quite 
the most miserable day of her life, and the sudden incursion 
of Cedric Brandon had done nothing to alleviate her heavi- 
ness of heart. It was apparent that Cedric considered her 
adventure only one degree less fantastic than the notion 
that she was to marry Sir Richard. According to his own 
words, he had known Sir Richard from the cradle, so that 
it was fair to assume that he was very well acquainted with 
him. He gave it as his opinion that she must marry Sir 
Richard, which was tantamount to saying, she reflected, that 
she had put Sir Richard into the uncomfortable position of 
being obliged to offer for her. It was most unjust. Pen 
thought, for Sir Richard had not been sober when he had 
insisted on accompanying her into Somerset, and he hjid, 
moreover, done it out of sheer solicitude for her safety. It 
had not occurred to her that a gentleman so many years her 
senior could be supposed to compromise her, or to engage 
his own honour so disastrously. She had liked him from the 
moment of setting eyes on him; she had plunged ijjito tei^ms 
of intimacy with him in the shortest possible time; and had, 
indeed, felt as though she had known him ail hec life. She 
thought herself more stupid even than Lydia Daubenay not 
to have realized before ever they had reached Queen 
Charlton, that she had tumbled headlong in love with him. 
She had refused to look beyond her meeting with Piers, yet 
she could not but admit to herself now that she had been 
by no means anxious to summon Piers to her side when 
she had arrived at the George. By the time she did come 
face to face with him, he would have had to have been a 
paragon indeed to have won her from Sir Richard. 

His conduct had been anything rather than that of* a 
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patagon. He had spoiled everything, Pen thought. He had 
accused her of impropriety, and had forced Sir Richard into 
making a declaration he had surely not wanted to make. 

“Because I don’t suppose he loves me at all,” Pen argued 
to herself. “He never said so until Piers was so odious; io 
fact, he treated me just as if he really was a trustee, or an 
uncle, or somebody years and years older than I am, which 
I dare say was what made it all seem quite proper to me, and 
not in the least scandalous. Only then we fell into so many 
adventures, and he was obliged to fob off Aunt Almeria, and 
then the stammering-man guessed I was ? girl, and Piers 
was disagreeable, and I got into a scrape through Lydia’s 
folly, and the Major came, and now this other Mr. Brandon 
knows about me, and the end of it is I have placed poor 
Richard in the horridest situation imaginable! There is only 
one thing for it: I shall have to run away.” 

This decision, however, made her feel so melancholy that 
se'^ral large tears brimmed over her eyelids and rolled down 
her cheeks. She wiped them away, telling herself it was 
stupid to cry. “Because if he doesn’t want to marry me, I 
don’t want to marry him — ^much; and if he does, I dare say 
he will come to visit me at Aunt’s house. No, he won’t. 
He’ll forget all about me, or very likely be glad that he is rid 
of a badly behaved, tiresome ch-chargel Oh dear!” 

So sunk in these dismal reflections did she become that it 
was a long time before she could rouse hersc’f sufficiently to 
prepare for bed. She even forgot the elopement she had 
helped to arrange, and heard the church-clock strike 
midnigh t without SO much as recalling that Lydia should 
now be stepping up into the hired post-chaise, with or 
without a cage of love-birds. 

She spent a miserable night, disturbed by unquiet dreams, 
and tossing from side to side in a way that soon tmtucked all 
the. sheets and blankets, and made the bed so uncomfortable 
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that by six in the morning, when she finally awoke 
to find the room full of sunlight, she was very glad to 
leave it. 

A considerable portion of her waking hours had been 
spent in considering how she could tun away without Sir 
Richard's knowing anything about it. A carrier was used to 
go into Bristol on certain days, she remembered, and she 
made up her mind either to buy a seat on his wagon, or, if it 
was not one of his days, to walk to Bristol, and there book a 
seat on the London stage-coach. Bristol was not more than 
six or seven miles distant from Queen Charlton, and there 
was, moreover, a reasonable hope of being offered a lift in 
some conveyance bound for the town. 

She dressed herself, and very nearly started to cry again 
when she struggled with the folds of the starched muslin 
cravat, because it was one of Sir Richard’s. Once dressed, 
she packed her few belongings in the cloak-bag he had lent 
her, and tiptoed downstairs to the parlour. * 

The servants, though she could hear them moving about 
in the coffee-room, and the kitchen, had not yet come into 
the parlour to draw back the blinds, and to set the room to 
rights. In its untidy, overnight state it looked dispiriting. 
Pen pulled the blinds apart, and sat down at th£ writing- 
table to compose a letter of farewell to Sir Richard. 

It was a very difficult letter to write, and seemed to entail 
much nose-blowing, and many watery sniffs. When she had 
at last finished it. Pen read it through rather dubiously, and 
tried to erase a blot. It was not a satisfactory letter, but 
there was no time to write another, so she folded, and sealed 
it, wrote Sir Richard’s name on it and propped it up on the 
mantelpiece. 

In the entrance-parlour she encountered the pessimistic 
waiter who had served them on the previous evening. 
His eyes seemed even duller than usual, and beyond star^ 
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interest in Pen’s early rising. 

She explained to him gbbly that she was obliged to go into 
Bristol, and asked if the carrier would be passing the 
George. That waiter said that he would not be passing, 
because Friday was not his day. “If you had wanted him 
yesterday, it would have been different,” he added re- 
proachfully. 

She sighed. “Then I shall be obliged to walk.” 

The waiter accepted this without interest, but just as she 
reached the door he bethought him of something, and said 
in a voice of unabated gloom: “The missus is going to 
Bristol in the trap.” 

“Do you think she would take me with her?” 

The waiter declined to offer an opinion, but he volun- 
teered to go and ask the missus. However, Pen decided to 
go herself, and, penetrating to the yard at the back of the 
km, found the landlord’s wife packing a basket into the 
trap, and preparing to mount into it herself. 

She was surprised at Pen’s request, and eyed the cloak- 
bag with suspicion, but she was a stoy', good-natured 
woman, and upon Pen’s assuring her mendaciously that Sir 
Richard wa.s well-awaie of her projected expedition, she 
allowed her to get into the trap, and to stow the cloak-bag 
under the seat. Her son, a phlegmatic young man, who 
chewed a straw throughout the journey, took the reins, and 
in a few minutes the whole party was proceeding up the 
viUage street at a sober but steady pace. 

“Well, I only hopes, sir, as I’m not doing wrong,” said 
Mrs. Hopkins, as soon as she had recovered from the 
exertion of hoisting her bulk into the trap. “I’m sure I was 
never one to pry into other folks’ business, but if you »as 
running away from the gentleman which has you in charge, 
I should get into trouble, that’s what.” 
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"Oh no, indeed you won’tl” Pen assured her. "You 
see, we have not our own carriage with us, or — or I 
should not have been obliged to trouble you in this way.” 

Mrs. Hopkins said that she was not one to grudge 
trouble, and added that she was glad of company. When she 
discovered Pen had had no breakfast, she was very much 
shocked, and after much tugging and wheezing, pulled out 
the basket from under the seat, and produced out of it a 
large packet of sandwiches, a pie wrapped in a napkin, and a 
bottle of cold tea. Pen accepted a sandwich, but refused the 
pie, a circumstance which made Mrs. Hopkins say that 
although the young gentleman would have been welcome 
to it, it was, in point of fact, a gift for her aunt, who lived in 
Bristol. She further disclosed that she was bound for the 
town to meet her sister’s second girl, who was coming down 
on the London stage to work as a chambermaid at the 
George. The ball of conversation having been set rolling 
in this easy fashion, the journey passed pleasantly enough, 
Mrs. Hopkins furnishing Pen with so exhaustive an account 
of the various trials and vicissitudes which had befallen 
every member of her family, that by the time the trap drew 
up at an inn in the centre of Bristol, Pen felt that there could 
be little she did not know about the good lady’s relatives. 

The stage was not due to arrive in Bristol until nine 
o’clock, at which hour the coach setting out for London 
would leave the inn. Mrs. Hopkins set off to visit her aunt, 
and Pen, having booked a seat on the stage, and deposited 
die cloak-bag at the inn, sallied forth to lay out her last 
remaining coins on provisions to sustain her during the 
journey. 

The streets were rather empty at such an early hour, and 
some of the shops had not yet taken down their shutters, but 
after walking for a few minutes and observing with interest 
the changes which, in five yearsL had taken place in the 
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town, Pen foiind a cook-shop that was open. The smell of 
freshly baked pies made her feel hungry, and she went into 
the shop, and made a careful selection of the viands offered 
for sale. 

When she came out of the shop, there was still half-an- 
hour to while away before the coach was due to start, and 
she wandered into the market-place. Here there were quite a 
number of people already busy about the day’s business. 
Pen caught sight of Mrs. Hopkins bargaining with a 
salesman over the price of a length of calico, but since she 
did not feel that she wanted to learn any more details about 
the Hopkins family, she avoided her, and pretended to be 
interested in a clockmaker’s shop. So intent was she on 
avoiding Mrs. Hopkins’s motherly eye, that she was 
blissfully unaware that she herself was being closely 
scrutinized by a thickset man in a duffle coat, and a wide- 
bj^nmed hat, who, after gazmj^ fixedly at her for some 
moments, stepped up to her, and, laying a heavy hand on 
her shoulder, said deeply: “Got you!” 

Pen jumped guiltily, and looked round in sudden alarm. 
The voice sounded familiar; to her dism<>y she found 
herself staring up into the face of the Bow Street Runner 
who had overtaken Jimmy Yarde at the inn near Wroxham. 

“Oh!” ^e said faintly. “Ohl Are you not the — ^the man 
I met — the other day? Good — ^good-morning! A fine day, 
isn’t — isn’t it?” 

“That’s so, young sir,” said the Runner, in a grim tone. 
“And a werry complete hand you be, and no mistake! I’ve 
been wanting another touch at you. Ah, and when Nat 
Gudgeon wants a touch at a cove, he gets it, and no mistake 
about that neither! You come along with me!” 

“But I haven’t done anything wrong! Indeed I haven’t!” 
said Pen. 

.‘•‘If you haven’t, dien there’s no call for you to be scared 

' Q 
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of me,” said Mr. Gudgeon, with what seemed to her a 
fiendish leer. “But what I been thinking, young sir, is, that 
you and that fine gentleman what was with you loped off 
mighty quick from that there inn. Why, anyone might have 
thought, so they might, as how you had took an un> 
accountable dislike to me!” 

“No, no, we didn’tl But there was nothing to stay for, 
and we were already much delayed.” 

“Well,” said Mr. Gudgeon, shifting his grip to her arm, 
and grasping this firmly above the elbow, “I’ve got a fancy 
to question you more particular, young sir. Now, don’t you 
make the werry great mistake of trying to struggle with me, 
because it won’t do you no good. Maybe you ain’t never 
heard tell on a cove by the name o* Yarde: likewise you 
wouldn’t reckernize a set o’ sparklers if you was to see one. 
Lor’I if I had a brace of meggs for every green-looking 
young chub hke you which I’ve took up — ah, and shut up^in 
the Whit just as snug as you pleasel — I’d be a werry rich 
man, so I would. You come along of me, and stop trying to 
gammon me, because I’ve got a werry strong notion you 
know a deal more about a certain set o’ sparklers nor what 
you’re wishful I should get wind of.” 

By this time, the attention of several persons liad been 
attracted,^ and a small crowd was beginning to ga*'her. Pen 
cast a hunted look round. She saw the aghast face of Mrs. 
Hopkins, but no means of escape, and gave herself up for 
lost. Mr. Gudgeon evidently meant to march her off to the 
gaol, or at any rate to some place of safe-keeping, where her 
sex, she suspected, would soon be discovered. Meanwhile, 
the crowd was swelling, several members of it loudly 
demanding to know what the young gentleman had done, 
and one knowledgeable ...dividual explaining to his neigh- 
bours that that was one of they Bow Street Runners from 
London, that was. Nothing would serve her. Pen decided. 
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but a certain measure of frankness. Accordingly, she made 
no attempt to break away from the Runner’s hold, but said 
in as calm a tone as she was able to assume: “Indeed, I do 
not mind going with you at all. In fact, I know just what, 
you want, and I dare say I can furnish you with some very 
valuable information.” 

Mr. Gudgeon, who was not accustomed to be met 
with any appearance of sang-froid, was not in the least 
softened by this speech. He said in a shocked voice: 
“There’s a saucel Ay, you’re a rate gager, young as you be! 
Why, you young warmint, and you with your mother*s milk 
not dry on your lips! You come along, and no bamming, nowl” 

A section of the crowd showed a disposition to accom- 
pany them, but Mr. Gudgeon addressed these gentry in such 
fierce accents that they dispersed in a hurry, and left him to 
escort his captive out of the market-place in lonely state. 

“You are making a great i ’stake,” Pen told the Riinner. 
‘^ou are searching for the Brandon diamonds, are you not? 
Well, I know all about them, and, as a matter of fact, Mr. 
Brandon wishes you to stop searching for them.” 

“Hoi” said Mr. Gudgeon, with deep meaning. “He does, 
does he? Dang me, if ever I see the equal of you for saucel” 

“I •wSsh you will listen to mel I know who has the 
diamon(^, and, what is more, he murdered the other Mr. 
Brandon to get theml” 

Mr. Gudgeon shook his head in speeaJess wonder. 

“He didy I teU youl” Pen said desperately. “His name is 
Trimble, and he was in a plot with Jimmy Yarde to steal the 
necklace! Only it went awry, and the necklace was restored 
to Mr. Beverley Brandon, and then Captain Trimble killed 
him, and made off with the diamonds. And Mr. Cedric 
Brandon is searching for you high and low, and if you will 
only go to Queen Charlton you will find himc here, and he 
udll tell you that what I say is truel” 
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“I never heard the likel” gasped Mr. Gudgeon, affironted. 
“A werry thorough-going yoxmg rascal you be, and no 
mistake about thatl And how might you come to know 
,such a powerful deal about these sparklers, might I take the 
liberty of asking?” 

“I know Mr. Brandon well,” answered Pen. “Both Mr. 
BrandonsI And I was in Queen Charlton when the murder 
was committed. Mr. Philips, the magistrate, knows all 
about me, I assure you!” 

Mr. Gudgeon was a little shaken by this announcement, 
and said more mildly: “I don’t say as I disbelieve you, nor I 
don’t say as I believe you neither; but it’s an unaccountable 
queer story you’re telling me, young sir, and that’s a 
feet.” 

“Yes, I dare say it may seem so to you,” Pen agreed. 
She felt his grip slacken on her arm, and decided to press 
home her advantage. “You had better come with me to 
Queen Charlton at once, because Mr. Brandon wants to see 
you, and I expect Mr. Philips will be very glad of your help 
in finding Captain Trimble.” 

Mr. Gudgeon looked at her sideways. “Either I’ve been 
mistook,” he said slowly, “or you’re the most precious 
young warmint I ever did see. Maybe I will go to tliis place 
you talks about, and maybe while I’m gone you’ll si( waiting 
for me where you won’t do no harm.” 

They 'had turned into a broad thoroughfare with streets 
leading off from it on either side. Pen, who had no intention 
of returning to Queen Charlton, or of being locked up in 
Bristol gaol, made up her mind, now that Mr. Gudgeon’s 
grasp on her arm had become little more than perfunctory, 
to try the chances of escape. She said airily: “Just as you 
please, only I warn you, Mr. Brandon win be excessively 
angry if he hears that you have molested me. Naturally, I do 
not wish to Oh, look, lookl Quickl” 



THE CORINTHIAN 


They were abreast of one of the side streets by this time, 
and Pen’s admirable start brought the Runner to a dead halt. 
She clasped his arm with her &ee hand, and exclaimed: 
“Over there, just turning into that road! It was he! Captairf 
Trimble! He must have seen me, for he set oiF tunning at 
once! oh, do be quick!” 

“Where?” demanded Mr. Gudgeon, taken off his guard, 
and looking round wildly. 

“Theref” panted Pen, and tore herself free from his hold, 
and ran like a deer down the side-street. 

She heard a shout behind her, but wasted no time in 
looking back. A woman engaged in scrubbing her front 
doorstep set up a cry of Stop, thief! and an errand boy with a 
large basket on his arm, gave a shnll cat-call. Pen reached 
the end of the street with the sound of the hue and cry 
behind her, turned the cor»>er, saw an alley leading to a 
huddle of mean dwellings, arid sped down it. 

It led her into a labyrinth of narrow streets, with dirty 
gutters, and craxy cottages, and backyards noisome with the 
refuse left to rot m them. She had never p-netrated into this 
part of the town before, and was soon quite lost. This 
circunytance did not trouble her much, however, for the 
noise of the chase had died away in the rear. She did not 
think thkt anyone had seen her dive mto the alley so that she 
was able to entertain a reasonable hop of shaking off the 
pursuit. She stopped running, and began to walk, rather 
breathlessly, in what she trusted was an easterly ihrection. 
After traversing a number of unknown streets, she came at 
last to a more respectable part of the tovrn, and ventured to 
enquire the way to the inn where she had left her cloak-bag. 
She discovered that she had overshot it, and, further, that the 
time was now a few minutes after mne. She looked so 
dismayed that her informant, a stout man in corduroys and a 
^exe coat, who was just preparing to dimb into a gig, asked 
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her whether she wanted the London stage-coach. Upon her 
admitting that she did, he said philosophically: “Well, 
you’ve missed it.” 

' “Oh dear, what shall I do?” said Pen, foreseeing a day 
spent in skulking about the town to escape discovery by Mr. 
Gudgeon. 

The farmer, who had been looking her over in a rumina- 
tive fashion, said: “Be you in a hurry?” 

“Yes, yes! That is, I have paid for my seat, you see.” 

“Well, I’m going to Kings wood myself,” said the farmer. 
“You can get up alongside me in the gig, if you like. You’ll 
likely catch up with the stage there.” 

She accepted this offer gratefully, for she thought that 
even if she did not succeed in overtaking the stage she would 
be safer from Mr. Gudgeon at Kingswood than in Bristol. 
Happily, however, the farmer was driving a fast-trotting 
young horse, and they reached the main London road befoxe 
the heavy stage had irawn out of the town. The farmer set 
Pen down in Kingswood, at the door of the inn, and having 
ascertained that the coach had not yet called there, bade her a 
cheerful farewell, and drove off. 

Feeling that she had escaped disaster by no mocf than a 
hair’s breadth. Pen sat down upon the bench outside the inn 
to await the arrival of the stage. It was late in cotfting, and 
the guard, when Pen handed him her ticket, seemed to take 
it as a personal affront that she had not boarded it in Bristol. 
He told her, with malign satisfaction, that her cloak-bag had 
been left behind at the “Talbot” Inn, but after a good deal of 
grumbling he admitted that she had a right to a seat in the 
coach, and let down the steps for her to mount into it. She 
squeezed herself into a place between a ftit man, and a 
woman nursing a peevish in^t; the door was shut, the 
steps let up again, and the vehicle resumed its ponderous 
journey to London. 



CHAPTER XIV 


S IR RICHARD WYNDHAM was not an early riser, but 
he was roused from sleep at an unconscionably early 
hour upon the morning of Pen’s flight by the boots, 
who came into his room with a small pile of his linen, which 
had been laundered in the inn, and his top-boots, and told 
him diffidently that he was wanted belowstairs. 

Sir Richard groaned, and enquired what time it was. 
With even greater diffidence, the boots said that it was not 
quite eight o’clock. 

“What the devil?” exclaimed Sir Richard, bending a 
pained glance upon him. 

“Yes, sir,” agreed the boo feelingly, “but it’s that Major 
iDaubenay, sir, in such a pucker as you never did seel” 

“Oh!” said Sir Richard. “It is, is it? The devil fly av^y 
with Major Daubenayl” 

The boots grinned, but awaited more p. ecise instructions. 
Sir Richard groaned again, and sat up. “You think I ought 
to get up, do you? Bring me my shaving water, then.” 
“Ye^iir!” 

“Oh, ahl Present my compliments to the Majoi^ and 
inform him that I shall be with him shi lyl” 

The boots went off to execute these commands, and Sir 
Richard, surveying the beauty of the morning with a 
jaundiced eye, got out of bed. 

When the boots came back with a jug of hot water, he 
found Sir Richard in his shirt and breeches, and reported 
that the Major was pacing up and down the parlour more 
like a wild beast in a circus than a Christian gentleman. 

> *Vou appal me,” said Sir Richard unemotionally. “Just 
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hand me my boots, will you? Alas! Biddle, I never realized 
your worth until I was bereft of youl” 

“Beg pardon, sir?” 

“Nothing,” said Sir Richard, inserting his foot into one of 
the boots, and pulling hard. 

Half an hour later he entered the parlour to find his 
matutinal guest fuming up and down the floor with a large 
watch in his hand. The Major, whose cheeks were un- 
becomingly flushed, and whose eyes started quite alarmingly, 
stabbed at this timepiece with one quivering finger, and said 
in a suppressed roar: “Forty minutes, sirl Forty minutes 
since I entered this rooml” 

“Yes, I have even surprised myself,*' said Sir Richard, 
with maddening nonchalance. “Time was when I could not 
have achieved this result under an hour, but practice, my 
dear sir, practice, you know, is ever3rthingl” 

“An hourl” gobbled the Major. “Practicel Bah, I sayl 
Do you hear me, sir?” * 

“Yes,” said Sir Richard, flicking a speck of dust firom his 
sleeve. “And I imagine I am not the only one privileged to 
hear you.’* 

“You are a dandyl” uttered the Major, with loathing. “A 
dandy, sirl That’s what you arel” * 

“Well, I am glad that the haste with which I dressed has 
not obscured that fact,” replied Sir Richard amiably. “But 
die correct term is Corinthian.” 

“I don't care a fig what the correct term may bel” roared 
the Major, striking the table with his fist. “It’s all the same 
to me: dandy, Corinthian, or pure popinjayl” 

“If I lose my temper with you, which, however, I should 
be loth to do — at all events, at this hour of the morning — you 
will discover that you are mistaken,” said Sir Richard. “Mean- 
while, I presume that you did not bring me out of my bed to 
ezchwge compliments with me. What, sir, do you want?’t 
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‘‘Don’t take that high and mighty tone with me, sifl” said 
the Major. “That whelp of yours has made off with my 
daughterl” 

“Nonsensel” said Sir Richard calmly. 

“Nonsense, is it? Then let me tell you that she has gone, 
sirl Gone, do you hear me? And her maid with her!” 

“Accept my condolences,” said Sir Richard. 

“Your condolencesl I don’t want your damned con- 
dolences, sirl I want to know what you mean to dol” 

“Nothing at all,” replied Sir Richard. 

The Major’s eyes positively bulged, and a vein stood out 
on his heated brow. “You stand there, and say that you 
mean to do nothing, when your scoundrel of a cousin has 
eloped with my daughter?” 

“Not at all. I mean to do nothing because my cousin has 
not eloped with your daughter. You must forgive me if I 
l^oint out to you that I am ' i-ting a little weary of your 
parental difficulties.” 

“How dare you, sir? how dare you?” gasped the Major. 
“Your cousin meets my daughter by stealth in Bath, lures 
her out at dead of night here, deceives her with &lse 
promises, and now — new, to crown all, makes off with her, 
and you say— say that you ate weary of my difficultiesl” 

“Vetji weary of them. If your daughter has left your roof 
— and who shaU blame her? — ^I advise y^u not to waste your 
time and my patience here, but to en(}t4i..c at Crome Hall 
whether Mr. Piers Luttrell is at home, or whether he also is 
missmg.” 

“Young Luttrelll By God, if it were so I should be glad 
of it! Ay, glad of it, and glad that any man rather than that 
vicious, scoundrelly whelp of yours, had eloped with 
Lydial” 

“Well, that is a fortunate drcumstance,” said Sir Richard. 

‘Tt is nothing of the kind! You know very well it is not 
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young Luttrelll She herself confessed that she had been in 
the habit of meeting your cousin, and the young dog said in 
this very room — ^in this very room, mark you, with you 
standing by ” 

“My good sir, your daughter and my cousin talked a 
great deal of nonsense, but I assure you they have not eloped 
together.” 

“Very well, sir, very well! Where then is your cousin at 
this moment?” 

“In his bed, I imagine.” 

“Then send for him!” barked the Major. 

“As you please,” Sir Richard said, and strolled over to the 
bell, and pulled it. 

He had scarcely released it when the door opened, and the 
Honourable Cedric walked in, magnificently arrayed in a 
brocade dressing-gown of vivid and startling design. “What 
the deuce is the matter?” he asked plaintively. “Never 
heard such an ungodly racket in my lifel Ricky, dear old boy, 
you ain’t dressed?” 

“Yes,” sighed Sir Richard. “It is a great bore, however.” 

“But, my dear fellow, it ain’t nine o’clock!” said Cedric in 
horrified tones. “Damme if I know what has come over 
youl You can’t start the day at this hour: it ain’t decenti” 

“I know, Ceddie, but when in Rome, oqc — er — ^is 
obliged to cultivate the habits of the Romans. Ah, allow 
me to present Major Daubenay — Mr. BrandonI” 

“Servant, sir!” snapped the Major, with the stifiFest of 
bows. 

“Oh, how d’ye do?” said Cedric vaguely. “Deuced queer 
hours you keep in the countryl” 

“I am not here upon a visit of courtesyl” said the Major. 

“Now, don’t tell me you’ve been quarrelling, Rickyl” 
begged Cedric. “It sounded devilish like it to me. Really, 
dear boy, you might have remembered I was sleeping above 
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you. Never at my best before noon, y’know. Besides, it 
ain’t like youl” 

He lounged, yawmng, across the room to an armchair by 
the fireplace, and dropped into it, stretching his long legs out 
before him. The Major glared at him, and said pointedly 
that he had come to see Sir Richard upon a private matter. 

This hint passed over Cedric’s head. “What we want is 
some coffee — strong coffeel’’ he said, 

A maid-servant in a mobbed cap came in just then, and 
seemed astonished to find the room occupied. “Oh, I beg 
pardon, sirl I thought the bell rang!” 

“It did,” said Sir Richard. “Have the goodness to tap on 
Mr. Brown’s door, and to request him to step downstairs as 
soon as he shall have dressed. Major Daubenay wishes to 
speak to him.” 

“Hey, wait a minutel” commanded Cedric. “Bang some 
caffee first, there’s a good girli 

“Yes, sir,” said the maid, looking flustered. 

“Coffeel” exploded Major Daubenay. 

Cedric cocked an intelligent eyebrow. “Don’t like the 
notion? What shall it be? Myself, I think it’s too early for 
brandy , 4 but if you fancy a can of ale, say the word!” 

“I want nothing, sirl Sir Richard, while we waste time in 
such idl^ftipperies as these, that young deg is altducting my 
daughterl” 

“Fetch Mr. Brown,” Sir Richard told tne servant. 

"Abduction, by Jupiter!” said Cedric. “What young dog?” 

“Major Daubenay,” said Sir Richard, “is labouring under 
the delusion that my cousin eloped last night with his 
daughter.” 

“Eh?” Cedric blinked. An unholy gleam stole into his 
eyes as he glanced from Sir Richard to the Major; he said 
unsteadily: “No, by Jove, you don’t niean it? You ought to 
&ep him in better order, Rickyl” 



244 the CORINTHIAN 

“YesI” said the hlajot. **He ought indeedi But instead of 

that he has I will not say abetted the young scoundrel — , 

but adopted an attitude which I can only describe as callous, 
sir, and supinel” 

Cedric shook his head. “That’s Ricky all over.” His 
gravity broke down. “Oh lord, what the deuce put it into 
your head your daughter had gone off with his cousin? I’ll 
tell you what, it’s the richest jest I’ve heard in monthsl 
Ricky, if I don’t toast you for this for years to cornel” 

“You are going to the Peninsula, Ceddie,” Sir Richard 
said, with a lurking smile. 

“You are amused, sirl” the Major said, bristling. 

“Lord, yes, and so would you be if you knew as much 
about Wyndham’s cousin as I do!” 

The maid-servant came back into the room. “Oh, if you 
please, sirl Mr. Brown’s not in his room,” she said, dropping 
a curtsey. • 

The effect of this pronouncement was startling. The 
Major gave a roar like that of a baffled bull; Cedric’s laughter 
was cut short; and Sir Richard let his eyeglass fall. 

“I knew iti Oh, I knew itl” raged the Major. “Now, 
sirl” 

Sir Richard recovered himself swiftly. “Pray do not be 
absurd, sirl” he said, with more asperity than Gtdric ever 
remembered to have heard in his voice before. “My cousin 
has in all probability stepped out to enjoy the air. He is an 
early riser.” 

“If you please, sir, the young gentleman has taken his' 
doak-bag with him.” 

The Major seemed to be having considerable difficulty in 
holding his fury within bounds. Cedric, observing his 
gobblings with a sapient eye, begged him to be careful. “I 
knew a man once who got into just such a taking. He biust a 
blood-vessd. True as I sit herel” 



THE CORINTHIAN 245 

The maid-scmnt, upon whom the Honouiable Cedric’s 
charm of manner had not &llen unappreciated, smothered a 
giggle, and twisted one comer of her apron into a screw,. 
’‘There was a letter for your honour upon the mantelshelf 
when I did the room out,” she volunteered. 

Sir Richard swung round on his heel, and went to the 
fireplace. Pen’s note, which she had propped up against the 
clock, had fallen down, and so missed his eye. He picked it 
up, a little pale of countenance, and retired with it to the 
window. 

“Af)> dear EJcbard,” Pen had written. “This is to sty pod- 
bye to you, and to thank you very much for all your ktndness. I have 
made up my mind to return to Aunt Almeria,for the notion of our 
bein^ obliged to marry is preposterous. I shall tell her some tale that 
will satisfy her. Dear sir, it was tndy a splendid adventure. 
Your very oblipd servant, Penelope ^reed. 

‘*P.S. I will send hack your cravats and the cloak-bag, mid indeed 
I thank you, dear Pichard.” 

Cedric, watching his friend’s rigid fiice, d -agged himself 
out of his chair, and lounged across to lay a hand on Sir 
Richardi shoulder. “Ricky, dear boyl Now, what is it?” 

“I denjpd to see that letterl” barked the Major 

Sir Richard folded the sheet, and slipped it into his inner 
pocket. “Be content, sir: my cousin ha- nt eloped with 
your daughter.” 

“I don’t believe youl” 

“If you mean to give me the lie ” Sir Richard checked 

and turned to the abigail. “When did Mr. Brown 
leave this place?” 

‘T don’t know, sit. But Parks was downstairs— riie 
waiter, sir.” 

.“Fetch him.” 
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“If your cousin has not gone off with my daughter, show 
me that letter!” demanded the Major. 

The Honourabli: Cedric let his hand fall from Sir Richard’s 
shoulder, and strolled into the middle of the room, an 
expression of disdain upon his aristocratic countenance. 
“You, sir — ^Daubenay, or whatever your name may be — ^I 
don’t know what maggot’s got into your head, but damme. 
I’m tired of it! For the lord’s sake, go away!” 

“I shall not stir from this room until I know the truth!” 
declared the Major. “I should not be surprised if I found 
that you were both in league with that young whipper- 
snapper!” 

“Danune, there’s something devilish queer about the ait 
of this place!” said Cedric. “It’s my belief you’re all mad!” 

At this moment the gloomy waiter came into the room. 
His disclosure that Pen had gone to Bristol with Mrs. 
Hopkins made Sir Richard’s face assume a more mask-like 
expression than ever, but they could not fail to assuage ohe 
at least of the Major’s alarms. He mopped his brow, and 
said gruffly that he saw that he had made a mistake. 

“That’s what we’ve been telling you,” Cedric pointed out. 
“I’ll tell you another thing, sir: I want my breakfast, and I’ll 
be damned if I’ll sit down to it with you dancing loout the 
room, and shouting in my ear. It ain’t restful!” ^ 

“But I don’t understand!” complained the Major in a 
milder tone. “She said she went out to meet your cousin, sir!” 

“I have already told you, sir, that your daughter and my 
cousin both talked a deal of nonsense,” said Sir -Richard, 
over his shoulder. 

“You mean she said it to make me believe — ^to throw dust 
in my eyes? Upon my soql!” 

“Now, don’t start that again!” begged Cedric. 

“She has gone off with young Luttrell!” exploded 
the Major. , “By God, I’ll break every bone in his body!,” 
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“Well, we don’t mind that,” said Cedric. “You go and do 
it, sirl Don’t waste a momenti Waiter, the doorl” 

“Good God, this is terrible!” exclaimed the Majoi^ 
sinking into a chair, and clapping a hand to his brow.' 
“Depend upon it, they are half-way to the Scottish border by 
now! As though that were not enough! But there is Philips 
wanting me to take that wretched girl to Bath this morning, 
to see whether she can recogmze some fellow they have 
caught there! What am I to say to him? The scandal! My 
poor wife! I left her prostrate!” 

“Run back to her at once!” urged Cedric. “You have 
not a moment to spare! Tell me, though, had this fellow the 
diamonds upon him?” 

The Major made a gesture as of one brushing aside a gnat. 
“What should I care for that? It is my misgmdcd child I am 
thinking about!” 

“I dare say you don’t cate, I 't I do. The man who was 
niurdered was my brother, and those diamonds belong to my 
fiunily!” 

“Your brother? Good Gad, sir, I am astonished!” said 
the Major, glaring at him. “No one — no one, believe me! — 
would credit you with having sustained such a loss! Your 
levity, yftur ” 

“Nev^ mind my levity, old gentleman! Has that damned 
necklace been found?” 

“Yes, sir, I understand that the prisonei id a necklace in 
his possession. And if that is your only concern in this 
appalling aflair ” 

“Ricky, I must get my hands on that necklace. I hate to 
leave you, dear old boy, but there’s nothing for it! Where 
the devil’s that coffee? Can’t go without my breakfast!” 
He caught sight of the waiter, who had reappeared in 
the doorway. “You there! What the. devil do you mean 
hy standing gaping? Breakfast, you gaby!” 
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“Yes, sir,” said the waiter, sniffing. “And what will I tell 
the lady, sir, if you please?” 

“Tell her we ain’t receiving! What lady?” 

' The waiter proffered a tray with a visiting card upon it. 
*Tor Sir Richard Wyndham,” he said lugubriously. “She 
would be obleeged by the fevour of a word with him.” 

Cedric picked up the card, and read aloud: “Lady 
Luttrell. ''^o the deuce is Lady Luttrell, Ricky?” 

“Lady Luttrell!” said the Major, starting up. “Here? Ha, 
is this some dastardly plot?” 

Sir Richard turned, a look of surprise in his face. “Show 
the lady in!” he said. 

“Well, I always knew country life would never do for 
me,” remarked Cedric, “but damme, I never realized one 
half of it till now! Not nine o’clock, and the better part of 
the coimty paying morning calls! Horrible, Ricky, horrible!” 

Sir Richard had turned away from the window, and was 
watching the door, his brows slightly raised. The waiter 
ushered in a good-looking woman of between forty and 
fifty years of age, with brown hair flecked with grey, shrewd, 
humorous eyes, and a somewhat masterful mouth and chin. 
Sir Richard moved to meet her, but before he could say 
anything the Major had burst into speech. 

“So, ma’am! Sol” he shot out. “You wish to see Sir 
Richard Wyndham, do you? You did not expect to meet me 
here, I dare say!” 

“No,” agreed the lady composedly. “I did not. However, 
since we shall be obliged, I understand, to meet one another 
in future with an appearance at least of complaisance, we 
may as well make a start. How do you do. Major?” 

“Upon my word, you are mighty cool, ma’am! Pray, are 
you aware that your son has eloped with my daughter?” 

“Yes,” replied Lady Luttrell. “My son left a letter 
bdiind to inform me of this circumstance.” 
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Het calm seemed to throw the Major out of his stride. 
He said rather lamely: “But what are we to do?” 

She smiled. “We have nothing to do but to accept the 
event with as good a grace as we can. You do not like th^ 
match, and nor do I, but to pursue the young couple, or to 
show the world our disapproval, will only serve to make us 
both ridiculous.” She looked him over with a rather 
mocking light in her eyes, but he seemed so much taken 
aback, that she relented, and held out her hand to him. 
“Come, Majorl We may as well bury the hatchet. I cannot 
be estranged from my only son; you, I am persuaded, would 
be equally loth to disown your daughter.” 

He shook hands with her, not very graciously, “I do not 
know what to sayl I am utterly confounded! They have 
behaved very ill towards us, very ill indeed!” 

“Oh yes!” she sighed. “But did we perhaps behave ill 
towards them?” 

This was plainly going too fer for the Major, whose eyes 
began to bulge again. Cedric intervened hastily: “Don’t set 
him off again, ma’am, for the lord’s sake!” 

“Hold your tongue, sir!” snapped the I lajor. “But you 
came here to see Sir Richard Wyndham, ma’am! How is 
this?” • 

“I capie to see Sir Richard Wyndham upon q'lite another 
matter,” she replied. Her glance dwell'“d for an instant on 
Cedric, and travelled past him to Sir Rii rd. **And you, I 
think, must be Sir Richard Wyndham,” she said. 

He bowed. “I am at your service, ma’am. Permit me to 
present Mr. Brandon to you!” 

She looked quickly tow' rds Cedric. “Ah, I thought your 
£ice familiar! Sir, I hardly know what to say to you, except 
that I am more deeply distressed than 1 am well able to 
express to you.” 

. Cedric looked startled. “Nothing to be distressed about 
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on tny account, ma’am, nothing in the world! Must beg 
your ladyship to excuse my appearancel The fact is, these 
early hours, you know, put a man out!” 

“Lady Luttrell refers, I apprehend, to Beverley’s death,” 
said Sir Richard dryly. 

“Bev? Oh, of course, yesl Shocking affeirl Never was 
more surprised in my life!” 

“It is a source of profotmd dismay to me that such a 
thing should have happened while your brother was a guest 
in my house,” said Lady Luttrell. 

“Don’t give it a thought, ma’am!” begged Cedric. “Not 
your fault — always thought he would come to a bad end — 
might have happened anywhere!” 

“Your callousness, sir, is disgusting!” proclaimed the 
Major, picking up his hat. “I will not remain another instant 
to be revolted by such a display of heartless unconcern!” 

“Well, danune, who wants you to?” demanded Cedric. 
“Haven’t I been trying to get you to go away this past half- 
hour? Never met such a thick-skinned fellow in my life!” 

“Escort Major Daubenay to the door, Ceddie,” Sir 
Richard said. “I understand that Lady Luttrell wishes to see 
me upon a private matter.” 

“Private as you please, dear boy! Ma’am, your very 
obedient! you. Major!” He bowed the Majoriout with 
a flourish, winked at Sir Richard, and went out himself. 

“What an engaging scapegrace!” remarked Lady Luttrell, 
moving forward into the middle of the parlour. “I confess, 
I much disliked his brother.” 

**Your dislike was shared by most of his acquaintance, 
ma’am. Will you not be seated?” 

She took the chair he offered, and looked him over rather 
penetratingly. “Well, Sir Richard,” she said, perfectly 
mistress of the situation, “you are wondering, I dare say, 
why I have come to call upon you.” 



THE CORINTHIAN 151 

**I tlimk I kaow** he replied. 

**Then I need not beat about the bush. You are travelling 
with a young gentleman who is said to be your cousin, I 
understand, A young gentleman who, if my maid is to be 
believed, answers to the somewhat unusual name of Pen.” 

**Yes,” said Sir Richard. “We should have changed 
that.” 

‘Ten Creed, Sir Richard?” 

“Yes, ma’aml Pen Creed.” 

Her gaze did not waver from his impassive countenance. 
“A trifle odd, sir, is it not?” 

“The word, ma’am, should have been fantastic. May I 
know how you came by your information?” 

“Certainly you may. I have lately supported a visit from 
Mrs. Gdflin and her son, who seemed to expect to find Pen 
with me. They told me that she had left their roof in her 
co>;isin*s second-best suit of cl hes, by way of the window. 
That sounded very like Pen Creed to me. But she was not 
with me. Sir Riclmd. It was not until this morning that my 
maid told me of a golden-haired boy who was putting up 
with his cousin — ^yourself. Sir Richard — at this inn. That is 
why I cagae. I am sure that you will appreciate that I felt a 
certain degree of anxiety.” 

‘Terfeatly,” he said. "But Pen is no longer with me. She 
left for Bristol this morning, and is now I must suppose, a 
passenger on the London stage-coach.” 

She raised her brows. “Still more surprising! I hope that 
you mean to satisfy my curiosity, sir?” 

“Obviously I must do so,” he said, and in a cool, ex- 
pressionless voice, recounied to her all that had happened 
since Pen had dropped ftom her rope of sheets into his arms. 

She heard him in attentive silence, and all the time 
watched him. When he had done, she did not say anything 
for a moment, but looked thoughtfully at him. After a 
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pause, she said: *‘Was Pen very much distressed to find m]f 
son head over ears in love with Lydia Daubenay?” 

“I did not think so.*' 

*'Oh! And my son, I think you said, showed himself to be 
shocked at the seeming impropriety of her situation?” 

“Not unnaturally, though I could have wished that he 
had not shown his disapproval quite so plainly. She is very 
young, you see. It had not occurred to her that there was 
anything amiss.” 

“Piers had never the least tact,** she said. “I expect he 
told her that you were in honour bound to marry her.” 

“He did, and he spoke no less than the truth.” 

“Forgive me. Sir Richard, but did you offer for Pen 
because you felt your honour to be involved?” 

“No, I asked her to marry me because I loved her, 
ma'am.” 

“Did you tell her so. Sir Richard?” 

“Yes. But she did not believe me.” 

“Perhaps,” suggested Lady Luttrell, “you had not 
previously given her reason to suppose that you had fiillen 
in love with her?” 

“Madam,” said Sir Richard, with a touch of Imipatience, 
**she was in my care, in a situation of the utmost delicacyl 
Would you have expected me to abuse her confidence by 
making love to her?” 

“No,” she said, smiling. ‘Trom the little I have seen of 
you, I should have expected you to have treated her just as 
I imagine you did: as though you were indeed her uncle.” 

“With ^e result,” he said bitterly, “that that is how she 
regards me.” 

“Is it indeed?” she said tartly. “Let me tell you. Sir 
Richard, that men of twenty-nine, with your air, rounten- 
ance, and address, are not commonly regarded by young 
females in the light of unclesi” 
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He flushed, and smiled a Utde wtyl7. “Thank youl But 
Pen is not like other young females/’ 

“Pen,” said Lady Luttrell, “must be a very odd sort 
female if she has spent all this while in your company and 
not succumbed to a charm of manner which you must be so 
well aware that you possess that I do not scruple to mention 
it. I consider that your conduct in aiding the chit to escape 
was disgraceful, but since you were drunk at the time 1 
suppose one must overlook that. I do not blame you for 
an3rthing you have done since you found yourself in the 
stage-coach: indeed, you have behaved in a manner that 
would, if I were twenty-years younger, make me envy Pen 
exceedingly. Finally, if she did not spend the better part of 
last night crying her eyes out, I know nothing about my own 
sexl Where is the letter she left for you? May I see it?” 

He drew it from his pocket. “Pray read it, if you wish. It 
contains nothing, alas, that 'ay not be read by other eyes 
than mine.” 

She took it from him, read it, and handed it back. “Just as 
I thoughtl Breaking her heart, and determined you shall not 
know iti Sir Richard, for a man of experience, which 
I judge you to be, vou are a great fooll You never kissed 
herl” 

An xsnwilling laugh was dragged out of him at this un- 
expected accusation. “How could I. situated as we were? 
She recoiled from the very thought ot . .urriage!” 

“Because she thought you hid asked her to marry you out 
of pityl Of course she recoiled!” 

“Lady Luttrell, are you serious? Do you indeed think — ” 

“Think! I know!” said her ladyship. “Your scruples 
were very fine, I make no doubt, but how should a chit of 
Pen’s age understand what you were about? She would not 
care a fig for your precious honour, and I dare say — indeed, 
•I am sure! — that she thought your forbearance mete 
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indiffi^tence. And the long and the short of it is that she has 
gone back to her aunt, and will very likely be bullied into 
ngMTying her cousinl” 

^ ‘*Oh no, she will notl” said Sir Richard, with a glance at 
die clock on the mantelshelf. “I am desolated to be obliged 
to leave you, ma’am, but if I am to overtake that stage- 
coach this side of Chippenham, I must go.” 

‘'Excellent!” she said, laughing. “Do not waste a thought 
on me! But having caught the stage, what do you propose 
to do with Pen?” 

“Many her, ma’am! What else?” 

“Dear me, I hope you do not mean to join my foolish 
son at Gretna Green! I think you had better bring Pen to 
CromeHall.” 

“Thank you, I will!” he said, with the smile which she 
privately thought irresistible. “I am very much in your 
debt, ma’am.” , 

He raised her hand to his lips, and kissed it, and left the 
room, calling for Cedric. 

Cedric, who had been partaking of breakftst in the 
coffee-room, lounged out into the entrance-parlour. “The 
devil take you, Ricky, you’re as restless as that pjiaguey 
friend of yours! What’s Ae matter now?” 

“Ceddie, were you driving your own horses yesterday?” 

“Dear old boy, of course I was, but what has that to say to 
anything?” 

‘T want ’em,” said Sir Richard. 

“But, Ricky, I’ve got to go back to Bath to get hold of 
that necklace before it’s discovered to be made of paste!” 

“Take the landlord’s gig. I must have a fast pair im- 
mediately.” 

“The landlord’s gig!” gasped Cedric, reeling under the 
shock. “Ricky, you mtut be mad!” 

“I am not in ^ least mad. I am going after the London 
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stage, to recover that brat of mine. Be a ^ood fellow, 
now, and tell them to harness the horses at oncel” 

“Oh, very well!” Cedric said. “If that’s the way ife^I 
But m be satisfied with nothing less than a cavalry regimen^ 
mind!” 

“You shall have anything you like!” promised Sir 
Richard, already half-way up the stairs. 

“Mad, quite mad!” said Cedric despairingly, and set up a 
shout for an ostler. 

Ten minutes later, the bays were harnessed to the curricle, 
and Sit Richard had stepped out into the yard, pulling on his 
gloves. “Famous!” he said. *T hoped you were driving 
your bays.” 

“If you lame ’em *’ 

“Ceddie, are you — is it possible that you ate going to tell 
me how to drive?” asked Sir Richard. 

^ Cedric, who was still cl. 1 in his exotic dressing-gown, 
leaned against the door-post, and grinned. “You’ll spring 
’em. I know you!” 

“If I lame them, I will make you a present of my own 
greys!” said Sir Richard, gathering up tlte reins. 

*Taxt with your greys?” exclaimed Cedric. “Nd, no, 
you’d never bring yourself to do that, Ricky!” 

“Dqp’t disturb yourself: I shan’t have to.” 

Cedric made a derisive sound, and lingered to watch him 
mount on to the box-seat. A con.iAR>tion behind him 
distracted his attention, and he turned in time to see Mrs. 
Hopkins enter the inn through the front-door, closely 
followed by a thick-set mao in a frieze coat, and a broad- 
brimmed hat. Mrs. H..>pidns was labouring under great 
agitation, and sank immediately into a chair, volubly 
ex plaining to the bewildered landlord that she had never had 
such a turn in her life, and did not expect to recover from her 
> palpitations for a twelvemonth. “Took up by a Bow Street 
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Runner, Toml” she panted. **And him so innocent-seeming 
as never was!” 

“Who?” demanded her spouse. 

“That poor young gentleman whidi is Sir Richard’s 
cousin! Under my very eyes, Tom, and me not dreaming of 
such a thing! And then if he didn’t break away, the which I 
can’t but be glad of, whatever any one may say, Mr. Gudgeon 
not excepted, for a nfcer-spoken young gentleman I never 
did see, and I’m a mother myself, and I have a heart, though 
-others may not, naming no names, and meaning no offence!” 

“My God, here’s a pretty coil!” exclaimed Cedric, grasp- 
ing with remarkable swiftness the gist of her remarks. 
“Hi, Ricky, wait!” 

The bays were dancing with impatience. “Stand away 
from their heads!” commanded Sir ^chard. 

“And here’s Mr. Gudgeon himself, wishfiil to see Sir 
Richard and Mr. Brandon very particular, which I was^ 
obliged to take him up in the trap, though little I want Bow 
Street Runners, or the like, in my house, as you well know, 
Tom!” 

“R/r^y/” shouted Cedric, striding out into the yard. 
“Wait, man! That bloodhound of mine is here, and there’s 
the devil to pay!” 

“Fob him off, Ceddie, fob him off!” called Sir ^chard 
over his shoulder, and swept out of the yard into the 
street. 

“Ricky, you madman, hold a minute!” roared Cedric. 

But the curricle had bowled out of sight. The ostler 
enquired whether he should run after it. 

“Run after my bays?” said Cedric scornfully. “You’d 
need wings, not legs, to catch them, my good fool!” 

He turned back to the inn, encountering in the doorway 
Lady Luttrell, who had come out to see what all the shouting 
was about. 
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**What is the matter, Mr. Brandon?” sl^e asked. **You 
seem very much put out.” 

“Matter, ma’ami Why, here’s Richard gone off after thf 
London stage, and that crazy girl of his taken up by the Bow* 
Street Runner in Bristoll” 

*‘Good God, this is horrible!” she exclaimed. "Sir 
Richard must be recalled at all costs! The child must be 
rescuedl” 

“Well, by all accounts she seems to have rescued herself,” 
Said Cedric. “But where she may be now, the Lord only 
knows! However, I’m glad that Runner has arrived: I was 
getting deuced tired of hunting for him.” 

“But is it impossible to stop Sir Richard?” she asked 
urgently. 

“Lord, ma’am, he’s half-way to the London road by 
now!” said Cedric. 

This pronouncement was not strictly accurate. Sir 
BSchard, driving out of Qu^* n Charlton at very much the 
same time as Miss Creed was boarding the Accommodation 
coach at Kingswood, chose to take the road to Bath rather 
than that which led to Keynsham, and thence, due north, 
through Oldland to join the Bristol road at Warmley. His 
experieribe of Accommodation coaches was not such as to 
induce him to place much confidence in their being likely to 
■cover more than eight miles an hour, and he calculated that 
if the stage had left Bristol at nine ok;lock, which seemed 
probable, it would not reach the junction of the Bath and 
Bristol roads until noon at the earliest. The Honourable 
Cedric’s bays, drawing a light curricle, might be depended 
upon to arrive at Chippenham considerably in advance of 
t^ hour, and the Bath road had the advantage of being well 
known to Sir Richard. 

The bajrs, which seemed to have been fed exclusively on 
(Mts, were in fine fettle, and the mile^ flashed by. They were 



Z58 the CORINTHIAN 

not, perhaps, an easy pair to handle, but Sir Ridiard, a 
notable whip, had little trouble with them, and was so well 
satisfied with their pace and stamina that he began to toy 
seriously with the idea of making the Honourable Cedric a 
handsome offer for them. He was obliged to rein them in to 
a sedate pace whilst threading his way through the crowded 
streets of Bath, but once dear of the town he was able to 
give them their heads on the long stretch to Corsham, and 
arrived finally in Chippenham to learn that the Accommo> 
dation coach from Bristol was not due there for nearly 
another hour. Sir Richard repaired to the best posting-inn, 
superintended the disposal of the sweating ba3rs, and 
ordered breakfast. When he had consumed a dish of ham- 
and-eggs, and drunk two cups of coffee, he had the bays 
put-to again, and drove westward along the Bristol road, at a 
leisurely pace, until he came to a fork, where a weather- 
beaten signpost pointed northward to Nettleton and Acton 
Turville, and westward to Wroxham, Marshfield, and 
Bristol. Here he reined in, to await the approach of the 
stage. 

It was not long in putting in an appearance. It rounded a 
bend in the deserted road ahead, a green-and-gold mon- 
strosity, rocking and swaying top-heavily in the tentre of 
the road, with half a dozen outside passengers on the roof, 
the boot piled high with baggage, and the guard sitting up 
behind with the yard of tin in his hand. 

Sir Richard drew the curricle across the road, hitched 
his reins, and jumped lightly down from the box-seat. The 
bays were quiet enough by this time, and except for some 
fidgeting, showed no immediate disposition to bolt. 

Finding his way barred, the stage-coachman pulled up his 
team, and demanded aggrievedly what game Sir Richard 
thought he was {laying. 

“No game at alll” said Sir Richard. “You have a fiigittye 
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aboard, and when I have taken him into custody, you are at 
liberty to proceed on your way.” 

*‘Ho, I am, am I?” said the coachman, nonplussetmmt 
by no means mollified. “Fine doings on the I^g’s ..w- 
wayl Ah, and so you 11 find afore you re much olderl 

One of the inside passengers, a red-faced man with very 
bushy whiskers, poked his head out of the window to dis- 
cover the reason for the imexpected halt; the guard climbed 
down firom the roof to argue with Sir Richard; and Pen, 
squashed between a fat farmer, and a woman with a per- 
petual sniff, had a sudden fear that she had been overtaken 
by the Bow Street Runner. The sound of the guard’s voice, 
saying: “There, and if I didn’t suspicion him from the 
werry moment I set eyes on him at Kingswoodl” did 
nothing to allay her alarms. She turned a white, frightened 
fiice towards the door, just as it was pulled open, and the 
steps let down. 

The next instant. Sir Jtuchard’s tall, immaculate person 
filled the opening, and Pen, uttering an involuntary sound 
between a squeak and a whimper, turned first red, and then 
white, and managed to utter the one word: “JNa/” 

“Ah!” said Sir Richard briskly. “So there you arel Out 
you ^me, my young friend!” 

‘*\yell, I never did in all my lifrl” gasped the woman 
beside Pen. “Whatever has he been and gone and done, 
sir?” 

“Run away firom school,” replied Sir Richard, without a 
moment’s hesitation. 

“I haven’tl It isn’t t-trucl” stammered Pea. “I won’t go 
with you, I w-won’tl” 

Sit Richard, leaning into the coach, and grasping her 
hand, said: “Oh, won’t you, by Jove? Don’t you date to 
defy me, you — ^bratl” 

“Hete, gnv’not, steadyl” expostulated a kindly man in the 



THE CORINTHIAN 


a6o 

£u cotnet. *‘I don’t know when I’ve taken more of a fimcy 
to a lad, and there’s no call for you to bully him, I^m surd 
say there’s many of us have wanted to run away from 
sciool in our time, eh?” 

“Ah,” said Sir Richard brazenly, “but you do not know 
the half of itl You think he looks a young innocent, but I 
could tell you a tale of his depravity which would shock 
yoii.” 

“Oh, how dare you?” said Pen indignantly. “It isn’t truel 
Indeed, it isn’tl” 

The occupants of the coach had by this time ranged 
themselves into two camps. Several persons said that they 
had suspected the young varmint of running away from the 
start, and Pen’s supporters demanded to know who Sir 
Richard was, and what right he had to drag the poor young 
gentleman out of the coach. 

“Every rightl” responded Sir Richard. “I am his 
guardian. In fact, he is my nephew.” 

“I am notl” stated Pen. 

His eyes looked down into hers, with so much laughter in 
them that she felt her heart turn over. “Aren’t you?” he 
said. “Well, if you are not my nephew, brat, wAat arejouf** 

Aghast, she choked: “Richard, you — ^you — traiforl*^ 

Even the kindly man in the corner seemed to feel tl^t Sir 
Richard’s question called for an answer. Pen looked help- 
lessly roxind, encountered nothing but glances either of 
disapproval, or of interrogation, and raised her wrathful 
eyes to Sir Richard’s face. 

“Well?” said Sir Richard inexorably. **Ar$ you my 
nephew?” 

“Yes — ^nol Oh, you are abominable! You wouldn’t 

“Yes, I would,” said Sir Richard. “Are you going to get 
out, or are you not?” 
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A man in a plum-coloured coat recommended Sir Richard 
to dust the young rascal’s jacket for him. Pen stared up at 
Sir Richard, read the determination behind the amusement 
in his hice, and allowed herself to be pulled to her feet, and 
out of the stuffy coach. 

“P’raps when you’ve quite finished, your honour, you’ll 
be so werry obliging as to move that curricle of yournl” said 
*’the coachman sardonically. 

“Richard, I can’t go backl” Pen said in a frantic under- 
tone. “That Runner caught me in Bristol, and I only just 
contrived to escapel’’ 

“Ah, that must have been what Cedric was trying to tell 
me!’’ said Sir Richard, walking up to the bays, and backing 
diem to the side of the road. “So you were arrested, were 
you? What a splendid adventure for you, my little one!’* 

**And I have left your cloak-bag behind, and it’s no use 
trying to drag me away with you, because I won’t gol 1 
won’t, I won’t!’’ 

“^^y won’t you?” asked Sir Richard, turning to look 
down at her. 

She found herself unable to speak. There was an ex- 
pression in Sk Richard’s eyes which brought the colour 
rushing*into her cheeks again, and madp her feel as though 
the wor^d were whirling madly round her. Behind her, the 
guard, having let up the steps, and shut, the door, climbed, 
grumbling, on to the roof again. The ■< ’ch began to move 
ponderously forward. Pen paid no heed to it, though the 
wheels almost brushed her coat. “Richard, you — you don’t 
want me! You eatCt want me!” she said uncertainly. 

“My darling!” he said. “Oh, my precious, foolish little 
love!” 

The coach lumbered on down the road; as it reached the 
next bend, the roof-passengers, looking back curiously to see 
the last of a very odd couple, eiqierienced a shock that made 
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one of them neatly lose his balance. The golden-haited strip* 
ling was locked in the Corinthian’s arms, being ruthlessly 
kissed. 

**Lawks a-mussy on usl whatever is the world »>coming 
to?” gasped the roof-passenger, recovering his seat. *T 
never did in all my bom daysl” 

“Richard, Richard, they can see us from the coachl” 
expostulated Pen, between tears and laughter. 

“Let them seel” said the Corinthian. 




